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INTRODUCTION* 

Readers hâve long since fonned their judgment of "Eugé- 
nie Grandet." With the exception of " Père Goriot," it is 
probably the most widely read and most thoroughly admired 
of ail Balzac's works. He himself, during its composition, 
wrote to Mme. Hanska that it was '^ ravishing," but later, 
when he found that the public was disposed to compare 
with it unfavorably subséquent works that he liked, he com- 
plained rather testily of its popularity. Ezcept perhaps in 
" Père Goriot," he never touched the hearts of his readers so 
profoundly as in "Eugénie Grandet," he never elsewhere 
gave to his work that cachet of the genius who can deal ade- 
quately with almost infinité powers and passions. In 
" Eugénie Grandet " he showed himself to be practically a 
faultless artist and but little less than a great poet The 
public, recognizing thèse facts, has been within its rights in 
choosing the book for spécial admiration, the '' Comédie 
Humaine" being quite too large to be appreciated in its 
enthrety by many persons. The " Comedy " must be appre- 
ciated as a whole before Balzac can be fairlyjudged; but 
pending this consummation, the master does not suffer 
greatly in being judged by "Eugénie Grandet." 

To unfold adequately the merits of the story would require 
a volume. Think of the description of Grandet's house at 
Saumur, think of the vivid portraiture of the great miser 
himself, of the faithful Nanon, of patient Mme. Grandet, of 
the incomparable Eugénie. Think of the absorbing interest 
lent even to the least of Grandet's business transactions as 
well as to the least of the stratégie moves of the Cruchots 

* Copyright, 1900, by Thomas Y. Crowell & GompMiy. 



X INTEODUCTION 

and the des Orassins. As for ihe imperishable scènes such 
as that in which Grandet dîscovers the sugar intended for 
Charles, they are literally too numerous to mention. But, 
after ail, the dominant notes of the book are the pathetic 
sufferings of the two women and the infinité egotism of the 
miser. No one will forget the imprisonment of Eugénie, or 
Mme. Orandet's uncomplaining death,'or the oldmangazing 
his last upon his precious gold, or Eugénie's réception of 
Charles' dastardly letter. The story may not end quite as 
English readers would hâve it, but it is probably as full of 
inévitable touches as any other novel of the century. What 
more inévitable, for ezample, what more Shakespearian, than 
Eugénie's exclamation when the coach is carrying her lover 
away : — " Mother, I should like to hâve for a moment the 
power of God." The whole pious, filial, enamored, pure 
maiden is in that exclamation. 

But " Eugénie Grandet " has not escaped criticism. Peo- 
ple hâve wondered why its heroine did not rebel more thor- 
oughly, which has caused other persons to wonder why thèse 
critical individuals do not know more about French life. 
Others hâve thought that Charles plays a part altogether too 
foolish and villainous, y et it is notclear that his trainingand 
his adventurous career fitted him for acting otherwise than 
as he did. But the most vital criticism has been directed at 
Eugénie herself. English and American readers hâve doubted 
whether she is altogether natural, and hâve proceeded to 
descant upon Balzac's inability to depict a girl's character — 
a matter which some Frenchmen also lay up against him. 
On this point, which bears on other stories, we may say a 
few words once for ail. 

Balzac's pure girls — or young women — seem unnatural and 
unattractive to some readers and very natural and attractive 
to others. The safe conclusion is, not that he did not under- 
stand young girls, but that he drew certain types of girl well 
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and did not, save occasionally, attempt to draw others — 
probably because he knew little or nothîng about them. 
Most English novel readers seem to keep a lively, free, attrac- 
tive female in their mind's eye whom they label " girl " and 
with whom they instinctively compare ail the fair young 
créatures they read about. Perhaps some Frenchmen of 
reactionary tempéraments do this also. But it is quite cer- 
tain that there are many English and American girls who 
are far from conforming to this established type, and it seems 
to be certain that a majority of European girls are still far- 
ther from doing so. The sweet, submissive, innocent type of 
girl that Balzac loved to draw, such as Ursule Mirouët, is the 
more or less natural product of European training ; she has 
her own charm, and she ought to appeal to a catholic-minded 
reader. This is not saying that Balzac's young women equal 
Shakespeare's, but only that it is foolish to write about them 
as if they were hardly superior to Cooper's. The Prench- 
man's knowledge of matured women is conceded ; is it not 
safer to infer that he knew French females from the cradleto 
the grave and that many of his critics know only the Eng- 
lish girl ? And after ail we hâve very definite proof that he 
was not without opportunities to study young girls. He was 
devoted to his sisters and his nièces, and to think that he did 
not study them is to think that he completely changed his 
nature when he entered his family circle. Some of us can- 
not believe this, and we shall continue to regard Eugénie 
Grandet as a création worthy of Balzac. There can scarcely 
be higher praise. 

Little space is lefb for discussing the other stories contained 
in this volume, but with the exception of " La Grande Bre- 
tèche " they need little comment. " Étude de Femme " is 
clever but slight. The second " study " is forced in places, 
and but for Blondet's subtle description of a woman of the 
world and Montcornet's and Bianchon's stories — ail previ- 
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oofily utilised — ^it would be r^aided as a comparatively nn- 
important Paridan sketch. *^ La Paix du Ménage " gives a 
good picture of high life during the Napoleonic régime, but 
is perhaps written on a scale disproportionate to the interest 
if not to the importance of its genend thème. 

'^ La Fausse Maîtresse " is much more interesting and im- 
portant, containing as it does in Paz one of Balzac's finest if 
somewhat grandiose characters. Paz is in many respects the 
Balzac anzious to be loved — ^the Balzac who was dreaming 
of doing mighty things for a countrywoman of Paz's — ^the 
fair Mme. Hanska. The story is not without sensational 
touches, but it has also marked psychological strength. Like 
the three sketches just commented on, it brings one face to 
face with the often mooted question whether Balzac was suc- 
cessful in describing high life. 

Yet must an introduction that begins with " Eugénie 
Grandet " end with such qualified praise as is given in the 
preceding paragraph? Fortunately this is not necessary. 
'^ La Grande Bretèche " still demands a word, and for ïtds 
tragic taie no praise is too high. The honors of the '^ short 
story" — ^and great honors they are — hâve generally gone, for 
this century at least, to another Frenchman, Maupassant, 
who has been pushed hard by a Russian, Turgenev, and an 
American, Poe. Yet it seems scarcely too much to say that 
none of thèse masters has surpassed Balzac in this taie in 
which he has given proof that if his genius had not called 
him to higher work hemight hâve made himself thegreateat 
short-story writer since Boccaccio. 

W. P. Tbknt. 



EUGÉNIE GRANDET 

To Maria. 

Yoor portrait is the fairest omament of this boôk, and hère 
It is fitting that your name should be set, like the branch of box 
taken from some unknown garden to lie for a while in the holy 
water, and afterwards set by pions hands above the thneshold, 
where the green spray, ever renewed, is a sacred talisman to 
ward off ail evil from the house. 

In some country towns there are bouses more depressing to 
the sight than the dimmest cloister, the most melaneholj 
ruina, or the dreariest stretch of sandy waste. Perhaps such 
hoiDfles as thèse combine the characteristics of ail the three, 
and to the dumb silence of the monastery they unité the 
gauntness and grimness of the ruin^ and the àrid désolation 
of the waste. So little sign is there of lif e or of movement 
about them, that a stranger might take them for uninhabited 
dwellings; but the sound of an unfamiliar footstep brings 
some one to the window, a passive face suddenly appears 
aboyé the sill^ and the traveler receives a listless and indiffèr- 
ent glance — ^it is almost as if a monk leaned out to look for a 
moment on the world. 

There is one particular house front in Saumur which pos- 
sesses ail thèse melancholy characteristics; the house is still 
standing at the endof the steep street which leads to the castle, 
at the upper end of the town. The street is very quiet nowa- 
days; it is bot in summer and cold in winter, and very dark 
in places; besides this, it is remarkably narrow and crooked, 
there is a peculiarly formai and sedate air about its bouses, 

(I) 
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and it is curious how every soiind réverbérâtes through it— 
the eobble stones (always clean and dry) ring with every 
passing f ootf ail. 

This is the oldest part of the town, the ramparts rise im- 
mediately above it. The houses of the quarter haVe stood 
for three centuries; and albeit they are built of wood, they 
are strong and sound yet. Each house bas a ceri;ain character 
of its own, 80 that for the ari:ist and antiquary this is the most 
attractive part of the town of Saumur. Indeed, it would 
hardly be possible to go past the house without a wondering 
glance afc the grotesque figures carved on the projecting ends 
of the huge beams, set like a black bas-relief above the ground 
floor of almost every dwelling. Sometimes, where thèse 
beams hâve been protected f rom the weather by slates, a strip 
of duU blue runs acrosa the crumbling walls, and crowning 
the whole is a high-pitched roof oddly curved and bent With 
âge; the shingle boards that cover it are ail warped and 
twisted by the altemate sun and rain of many a year. There 
are bits of délicate carving too, Èere and there, though you 
can scarcely make them out, on the wom and blackened win- 
dow sills that seem scarcely strong enough to bear the weight 
of the red flower-pot in which some poor workwoman bas set 
her tree carnation or her monthly rose. 

Still further along the street there are more prétentions 
house doors studded with huge nails. On thèse our fore- 
fathers exercised their ingenuity, tracing hieroglyphs and 
mysterious signs which were once understood in every house- 
hold, but ail dues to their meaning are f orgotten now — ^they 
will be understood no more of any mortal. In such wise 
would a Protestant make bis profession of faith, there also 
would a League^ curse Henry IV. in graven symbols. A 
burgher would commemorate his civic dignities, the glory of 
his long-forgotten tenure of oflBce as alderman or sheriflE. 
On those old houses, if we could but read it, the history of 
France is chronicled. 

Beside the rickety little tenement built of wood, with ma- 
sonry of the roughest, upon the wall of which the craftsman 
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bas set the glorified image of his trade — ^his plane — stands 
the mansion of some noble^ with its massive round arched 
gateway; you ean still see some traces above it of the arms 
borne by the owner, though they hâve been tom down in one 
of the many révolutions which hâve convulsed the country 
since 1789. 

You will find no imposing shop Windows in the streets; 
strictly speaking indeed, there are no shops at ail, for the 
rooms on the ground floor in which articles are exposed for 
sale are neither more nor less than the workshops of the times 
of our forefathers; levers of the Middle Ages will find hère 
the primitive simplicity of an older world. The low-ceiled 
rooms are dark, cavemous^ and guiltless alike of plate glass 
Windows or of show cases ; there is no attempt at décoration 
either within or without, no effort is made to display the 
wares. The door as a rule is heavily barred with iron and 
divided into two parts; the upper half is thrown back during 
the day, admitting fresh air and daylight into the damp 
little cave; while the lower portion, to which a bell is at- 
tached, is seldom still. The shop front consists of a low wall 
of about elbow height, which fills half the space between floor 
and ceiling; there is no window sash, but heavy shutters 
f astened with iron bolts fit into a groove in the top of the 
wall, and are set up at night and taken down in the moming. 
The same wall serves as a counter on which to set out goods 
for the customer^s inspection. There is no sort of charlatan- 
ism about the proceeding. The samples submitted to the pub- 
lic vary according to the nature of the trade. You behold a 
keg or two of sait or of salted fish, two or three baies of sail- 
eloth or coils of rope, some copper wire hanging from the 
rafters, a f ew coopères hoops on the walls, or a length or two 
of cloth upon the shelves. 

You go in. A neat and tidy damsel with a pair of bare red 
arms, the fresh good looks of youth, and a white handker- 
chief pinned about her throat, lays down her knitting and< 
gœs to summon a father or mother, who appears and sella 
goods to you as you désire, be it a matter of two sous or of 
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twenty thousand francs; the manner of the transaction vaiy- 
ing as the humor of the vendor is snrly, obliging or inde- 
pendent. You wiU see a dealer in barrel-staves sitting in his 
doorway^ twirling his thumbs as he chats with a neighbor; 
judging from appearances, he might possess nothing in this 
world but the bottles on his f ew rickety shelves, and two or 
three bundles of laths; but his well-stocked timber yard on 
the quay supplies ail the coopers in Anjou, he knows to a 
barrel-stave how many casks he can "tum out/^ as he says, if 
the vines do well and the vintage is good; a few scorching 
days and his fortune is made, a rainy summer is a ruinous 
thing for him; in a single moming the price of puncheons 
wUl rise as high as eleven francs or drop to six. 

Hère, as in Touraïue, the whole trade of the district dé- 
pends upon an atmospherical dépression. Landowners, vine- 
growers, timber merchants, coopers, innkeepers, and lighter- 
men, one and ail are on the watch for a ray of sunlight. Not 
a man of them but goes to bed in f ear and trembling lest 
he should hear in the moming that there has been a f rost in 
the night. If it is not rain that they dread, it is wind or 
drought; they must hâve cloudy weather or heat, and the 
rainf ail and the weather generaUy ail arranged to suit their 
peculiar notions. 

Between the clerk of the weather and the vine-growing 
interest there is a duel which never ceases. Faces visibly 
lengthen or shorten, grow bright or gloomy, with the ups and 
downs of the barometer. Sometimes you hear from one end 
to the other of the old High Street of Saumur the words, 
"This is golden weather !" or again, in language which like- 
wise is no mère figure of speech, "It is raining gold louis !" 
and they ail know the exact value of sun or rain at the right 
moment. 

After twelve o'clock or so on a Saturday in the summer 
tîme, you will not do a pennyworth of business among the 
worthy townsmen of Saumur. Each has his little f arm and 
his bit of vineyard, and goes to spend the "week end" in the 
countiy. As everybody knows this beforehand, just as eveiy- 
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body knows everybody else's business^ his goings and cofn- 
ingS; his buyings and sellings^ and profits to boot, the good 
folk are f ree to spend ten hours ont of the twelve in making 
up pleasant little parties^ in taking notes and making com- 
ments and keeping sharp look-out on their neighbors^ af- 
fairs. The mistress of a bouse cannot buy a partridge but 
the neighbors will inquire of her husband whether the bird 
was done to a tum; no damsel ean put her head out of the 
window without being observed by every group of unoccupied 
observers. 

Impénétrable^ dark^ and silent as the bouses may seem, 
they oontain no mysteries hidden f rom publie scrutiny^ and 
in the same way every one knows what is passing in every 
one else's mind. To begin with^ the good folk spend most 
of their lives out of doors, they sit on the steps of their 
bouses^ breakfast there and dine there^ and adjust any little 
f amily différences in the doorway. Every passer-by is scanned 
with the most minute and diligent attention; henee^ any 
stranger who may happen to arrive in such a eountry town 
has^ in a manner^ to run the gauntlet, and is severely quizzed 
from every doorstep. By dint of persévérance in the methods 
thus indicated a quantity of droll stories may be collected; 
and; indeed; the people of Angers^ who are of an ingénions 
tum^ and quick at repartee, bave been nicknamed "the tat- 
tiers*' on thèse very grounds. 

The largest bouses of the old quarter in which the nobles 
once dwelt are ail at the upper end of the street, and in one 
of thèse the events took place which are about to be narrated 
in the course of this story. As bas been already said, it was 
a melancholy bouse, a vénérable relie of a bygone âge, built 
for the men and women of an older and simpler world, from 
which our modem France is further and f urther removed 
day by day. After you bave foUowed for some distance the 
windings of the picturesque street, where memories of the 
past are called up by every détail at every turn, till at 
length you fall unconsciously to musing, you come upon a 
BuflSciently gloomy recess in which a doorway is dimly visible. 
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the door of M, Orandefs hovse, Of ail the pride and glory of 
proprietorship conveyed to the provincial mind by those 
three words, it is impossible to give any idea, except by giving 
the biography of the owner — M^ Grandet. 

M. Grandet enjoyed a certain réputation in Saumur. Ita 
causes and eflEects can scarcely be properly estimated by out- 
siders who hâve not lived in a country town for a longer or 
shorter time. There were still old people in existence who 
could remember former times, and called M. Grandet "Good- 
man Grandet/^ but there were not many of them left, and 
they were rapidly disappearing year by year. 

In 1789 Grandet was a master cooper, in a very good way 
of business, who could read and write and cast accounts. 
When the French Kepublic, having confiscated the lands of 
the Church in the district of Saumur, proceeded to sell them 
by auction, the cooper was forty years of âge, and had just 
married the daughter of a wealthy timber merchant. As 
Grandet possessed at that moment his wife's dowry as well 
as some considérable amount of ready money of his own, he 
repaired to the bureau of the district; and making due allow- 
ance for two hundred double louis offered by his f ather-in-law 
to that man of stem morals, the Kepublican who conducted 
the sale, the cooper acquired some of the best vineland in the 
neighborhood, an old abbey, and a few little f arms, for an 
old song, to ail of which property, though it might be ill* 
gotten, the law gave him a clear title. 

There was little sympathy f elt with the Kevolution in SaU'» 
mur. Goodman Grandet was looked upon as a bold spirit, 
a Eepublican, a patriot, an "advanced thinker," and what not ; 
but ail the "thinking^' the cooper ever did tumed simply 
and solely on the subject of his vines. He was nominated as a 
member of the administration of the district of Saumur, 
and exercised a pacifie influence both in politics and in com- 
merce. Politically, he befriended the ci-devants, and did ail 
that he could to prevent the sale of their property; com- 
mercially, he contractcd to supply two thousand hogsheads 
of white wine to the Eepublican armies, takihg his payment 
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for the aforesaid hogstieads in the shape of certain broad 
acres of rich meadow land belonging to a convent, the prop- 
erty of the niins having been reeerved till the last. 

In the days of the Consulate, Master Grandet became 
xnayor; did prudently in his pubHc capacity, and did very 
well for himself. Times changed, the Empire was estab- 
lished, and he became Monsieur Grandet. But M. Grandet 
had been looked upon as a red Bepublican^ and ÏTapoleon had 
no liking for Eepublicans, so the mayor was replaced by a 
large landowner^ a man with a de before his name, and a 
prospect of one day becoming a baron of the Empire. M. 
Grandet tnmed his back upon municipal honors without a 
shadow of regret. He had looked well af ter the interests of 
the town during his term of oflSce, excellent roads had been 
made^ passing in every case by his own domains. His house 
and land had been assessed very moderately, the burden of 
the taxes did not f ail too grievously upon him ; since the as- 
sessment moreover he had given ceaseless attention and care 
to the cultivation of his vines, so that they had become the tête 
du pays, the technical term for those vineyards which produce 
wine of the finest quality. He had a fair claim to the Cross 
of the Légion of Honor, and he Teceived it in 1806. 

By this time M. Grandet was fifty-seven years old, and his 
wife about thirty-six. The one child of the marriage was a 
daughter, a little girl ten years of âge. Providence doubt- 
less sought to console M. Grandet for his officiai downfall; 
for in this year he succeeded to three fortunes; the total 
value was matter for conjecture, no certain information being 
forthcoming. The first fell in on the death of Mme. de la 
Guadinière, Mme. Grandet's mother; the deceased lady had 
been a de la Bertellière, and her father, old M. de la Ber- 
tellière, soon foUowed her; the third in order was Mme. Gen- 
tillet, M. Grandet^s grandmother on the mother^s side. Old 
M. de la Bertellière used to call an investment ^^throwing 
money away;** the sight of his hoards of gold repaid him bet- 
ter than any rate of interest upon it. The town of Saumur, 
{herefore, roughly calculated the value of the amount that 
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the late de la Bertellière was likely to bave saved out of his 
yearly takings; and M. Grandet received a new distinction 
whicb none of our manias for equality can efface — ^he paid 
more taxes than any one else in the conntry round. 

He now cultivated a hundred acres of vineyard; in a good 
year they would yield seven or eight hundred pimctieons. 
He had thirteen little farms, an old abbey (motives of econ- 
omy bad led bim to wall np tbe Windows, and so préserve 
tbe traceries and stained glass), and a bundred and twenty- 
seven acres of grazing land, in wbicb tbree tbousand poplars, 
planted in 1793, were growing taller and larger every year. 
Finally, be owned tbe bouse in wbicb be lived. 

In tbese visible ways bis prosperity bad increased. âb 
to bis capital, tbere were only two people in a position to 
make a gucss at its probable amount. One of tbese was tbe 
notary, M. Crucbot, wbo transacted ail tbe necessary business 
wbenever M. Grandet made an investment; and tbe otber 
was M. des Grassins, tbe wealtbiest banker in tbe town, wbo 
did Grandet many good oflSces wbicb were unknown to Sau- 
mur. Secrets of tbis nature, involving extensive business 
transactions, are usually well kept; but tbe discreet caution 
of MM. Crucbot and des Grassins did not prevent tbem from 
addressing M. Grandet in public witb sucb prof ound deferencô 
tbat close observers migbt draw tbeir own conclusions. 
Clearly tbe wealtb of tbeir late mayor must be prodigious 
indeed tbat be sbould receive sucb obsequious attention. 

Tbere was no one in Saumur wbo did not fuUy believe tbe 
report wbicb told bow, in a secret biding-place, M. Grandet . 
had a hoard of louis, and bow every night be went to look at 
it and gave bimself up to tbe inexpressible deligbt of gazing 
at tbe buge heap of gold. He was not tbe only money-lover 
in Saumur. Sympatbetic observers looked at bis eyes and 
felt tbat tbe story was true, for they seemed to bave the yel- 
low metallic glitter of tbe coin over wbicb it was said they 
bad brooded. Nor was tbis tbe only sign. Certain small in- 
definable habits, furtive movements, sligbt mysterious 
promptings of greed did not escape tbe keen observation of 
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fellow-worshipers. There is something vulpine about the 
eyes of a man who lends money at an exorbitant rate of in- 
terest; they gradually and surely contract like those of the 
gambler, the sensualist, or the courtier; and there is, bo to 
speak, a sort of freemasonry among the passions, a written 
language of hieroglyphs and signs for those who can read 
them. 

M. Grandet therefore inspired in ail aronnd him the re- 
speetf ul esteem which is but the due of a man who has never 
owed any one a farthing in his life; a just and legitimate 
tribute to an astute old cooper and vinegrower who knew be- 
f orehand with the eertainty of an astronomer when five hun- 
dred casks would serve for the vintage, and when to hâve a 
thousand in readiness; a man who had never lost on any 
spéculation, who had always a stock of empty barrels when- 
ever casks were so dear that they f etched more than the con- 
tents were worth; who could store his vintage in his own cel- 
lars, and aflEord to bide his time, so that his puncheons would 
bring him in a couple of hundred francs, while many a little 
proprietor who could not wait had to be content with half 
that amount. His famous vintage in the year 1811 discreetly 
held, and sold only as good opportunities oflEered, had been 
worth two hundred and f orty thousand livres to him. 

In matters financial M. Grandet might be described as 
combining the characteristics of the Bengal tiger and the 
boa constrictor. He could lie low and wait, crouching, 
watching for his prey, and make his spring, unerringly at 
last; then the jaws of his purse would unclose, a torrent of 
coin would be swallowed down, and, as in the case of the 
gorged reptile, there would be a period of inaction; like the 
serpent, moreover, he was cold, apathetic, methodical, keep- 
ing to his own mysterious times and seasons. 

No one could see the man pass without feeling a certain 
kind of admiration, which was half dread, half respect. The 
tiger^s clutch was like steel, his claws were sharp and swift; 
was there any one in Saumur who had not f elt them ? Such 
an one, for instance, wanted to bonow money to buy that 
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pièce of land which he had set his heart upon^ M. Cruchot 
had foTind the money for him — at eleven per cent. And 
there was So-and-so yonder; M. des Grassins had discounted 
his bills^ but it was at a minous rate. 

There were not many days when M. Grandet's name did 
not corne up in conversation, in f amiliar talk in the evenings, 
or in the gossip of the town. There were people who took 
a kind of patriotic pride in the old vinegrower's wealth. 
More than one innkeeper or merchant had f ound occasion to 
remark to a stranger with a certain complacency, "There are 
millionaires in two or three of our firms here, sir; but as for 
M. Grandet, he himself could hardiy tell yon how much he 
was worthl" 

In 1816 the shrewdest heads in Saumur set down the value 
of the coopères landed property at about four millions; but 
as, to strike a f air average, he must hâve drawn something 
like a hundred thousand francs (they thought) from his 
property between the years 1793 and 1817, the amount of 
money he possessed must nearly equal the value of the land. 
So when M. Grandet's name was mentioned over a game at 
boston, or a chat about the prospects of the vines, thèse folk 
would look wise and remark, "Who is that you are talking 
of? Old Grandet? . . . Old Grandet must hâve fi ve or 
six millions, there is no doubt about it.^^ 

"Then you are cleverer than I am ; I hâve never been able 
to find out how much he has,^^ M. Cruchot or M. des Grassins 
would put in, if they overheard the speech. 

If any one from Paris mentioned the Eothschilds or M. 
Laffitte, the good people in Saumur would ask if any of 
those persons were as rich as M. Grandet? And if the 
Parisian should answer in the affirmative with a pitying 
smile, they looked at one another incredulously and flung up 
their heads. So great a fortune was like a golden mantle; 
it covered its owner and ail that he did. At one time some of 
the eccentricities of his mode of life gave rise to laughter 
at his expense ; but the satire and the laughter had dièd out, 
and M. Grandet still went his way, till at lasi even his slight- 
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est actions came to be taken as précédents^ and every trifling 
thing he said or did carried weight. His remarks, his cloth- 
ing, his gestures, the way he blinked his eyes, had ail been 
studied with the care with which a naturalist studies the 
workings of instinct in some wild créature; and no one 
failed to discem the tacitnrn and profound wisdom that 
underlay ail thèse manifestations. 

*^e shall hâve a hard winter/' they would say ; *^old Gran- 
det has put on his fur gloves, we must gather the grapes/^ 
Or, "Goodman Grandet is laying in a lot of cask staves; 
there will be plenty of wine this jear." 

M. Grandet never bought either méat or bread. Part of 
his rents were paid in Mnd, and every week his tenants 
brought in poultry, eggs, butter, and wheat suflBcient for the 
needs of his household. Moreover, he owned â mill, and the 
miller, besides paying rent, came over to fetch a certain 
quantity of com, and brought him back both the bran and 
the flour. Big Nanon, the one maid-servant, baked ail the 
bread once a week on Saturday momings (though she was 
not so young as she had been). Others of the tenants were 
market gardeners, and M. Grandet had arranged that thèse 
were to keep him supplied with fresh vegetables. Of fruit 
there was no lack; indeed, he sold a great deal of it in the 
market. Firewood was gathered from his own hedges, or 
taken from old stumps of trees that grew by the sides of his 
fields. His tenants chopped up the wood, carted it into the 
town, and obligingly stacked his fagots for him, receiving 
in return — ^his thanks. So he seldom had occasion to spend 
money. His only known items of expenditure were for sacra- 
mental bread, for sittings in the church for his wife and 
daughter, their dress, Nanon's wages, renewals of the linings 
of Nanon^s saucepans, repairs about the house, candies, rates 
and taxes, and the necessary outlays of money for improve- 
ments. He had recently acquired six hundred acres of wood- 
land, and, being unable to look after it himself, had in- 
duced a keeper belonging to a neighbor to attend to it, prom- 
ising to repay the man for his trouble. After this purchase 
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had been made^ and not before^ game appeared on the Gran- 
dets^ table. 

Grandet's manners were distinctly homely. He did not 
say very much. He expressed his ideas^ as a mie, in brief ^ 
sententions phrases, uttered in a low voice. Sinee the time 
of the Eevolution, when for a while he had attraeted some at- 
tention, the worthy man had contracted a tiresome habit of 
stammering as soon as he took part in a discussion or began 
to speak at any length. He had other peculiarities. He 
habitually drowned his ideas in a flood of words more or less 
incohérent; his singular inaptitude for reasoning logically 
was usnally set down to a defective éducation; but this, like 
his unwelcome fluency, the trick of stammering, and varions 
other mannerisms, was assumed, and for reasons which, in 
the course of the story, will be made sufficiently clear. In 
conversation, moreover, he had other resources : four phrases, 
like algebraical formulas, which fitted every case, were always 
forthcoming to solve every knotty problem in business or 
domestic lif e — "I do not know,^^ "I cannot do it," "I will 
hâve nothing to do with it,'' and ^^e shall see" He never 
committed himself. He never said Yes or No; he never put, 
anything down in writing. He listened with apparent indif- 
férence when he was spoken to, caressing his chin with his 
right hand, while the back of his left supported his elbow. 
When once he had f ormed his opinion in any matter of busi- 
ness, he never changed it ; but he pondered long even over 
the smallest transactions. When in the course of deep and 
weighty converse he had managed to f athom the intentions 
of an antagonist, who meanwhile flattered himself that ke 
at least knew where to hâve Grandet, the latter was wont to 
say, "I must talk it over with my wife before I can give a 
definite answer/^ In business matters the wife, whom he 
had reduced to the most abject submission, was unquestion- 
ably a most convenient support and screen. 

He never paid visits, never dined away from home, nor 
asked any one to dinner; his movements were almost noise- 
less; he seemed to carry ont bis principles of economy in 
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everything; to make no useless sound, to be chary of spendîng 
even physical energy. His respect for the rights of owner- 
ship was so habituai that he never displaced nor disturbed 
anything belonging to another. And yet, in spite of the low 
tones of his voice, in spite of his discrétion and cautions 
bearing, the coopères real character showed itself in his lan- 
guage and manners, and this was more especially the case in 
his own house, where he was less on his guard than elsewhere. 
As to Grandet^s exterior. He was a broad, square-shoul- 
dered, thick-set man, about five feet high; his legs were thin 
(he measured perhaps twelve inches round the calves), his 
knee joints large and prominent. He had a buUet-shaped 
head, a sun-bumed face, scarred with the smallpox, and a 
narrow chin; there was no trace of a curve about the Unes 
of his mouth. He possessed a set of white teeth, eyes with the 
expression of stony avidity in them with which the basilisk is 
credited, a deeply-f urrowed brow on which there were promi- 
nences not lacking in significance, hair that had once been 
of a sandy hue, but which was now fast turning gray; so that 
thoughtless youngsters, rash enough to make jokes on so 
serions a subject, would say that M. Grandet^ s very hair was 
"gold and silver/^ On his nose, which was broad and blunt 
at the tip, was a variegated wen; gossip affîrmed, not without 
some appearance of truth, that spite and rancor was the 
cause of this affection. There was a dangerous cunning about 
this face, although the man, indeed, was honest according to 
the letter of the law; it was a selfish face; there were but two 
things in the world for which its owner cared — ^the delights 
of hoarding wealth in the first place, and in the second, the 
only bèing who counted for anjrthing in his estimation, his 
daughter Eugénie, his only child, who one day should inherit 
that wealth. His attitude, manner, bearing, and everything 
about him plainly showed that he had the belief in himself 
which is the natural outcome of an unbroken record of suc- 
cessful business spéculations. Pliant and smooth-spoken 
though he might appear to be, M. Grandet was a man of 
bronze. He was always dressed after the same fashion; in 
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1819 he looked in this respect exactly as he had looked at 
any time since 1791. His heavy shoes were secured by leather 
laces; he wore thick woolen stockings ail the year round, 
knee breeches of chestnut brown homespun, silver buckles, a 
brown velvet waistcoat adorned with yellow stripes and but- 
toned up to the throat, a loosely-fitting coat with ample 
skirts, a black cravat, and a broad-brimmed Quaker-like hat. 
His gloves, like those of the gendarmerie, were chosen with a 
view to hard wear; a pair lasted him nearly two years. In 
order to keep them clean, he always laid them down on the 
same place on the brim of his hat, till the action had corne 
to be mechanical with him. So much, and no more, Saumnr 
knew of this her citizen. 

A few fellow-townspeople, six in ail, had the right of entry 
to Grandet's house and society. First among thèse in order 
of importance was M. Cruchot's nephew. Ever since his ap- 
pointment as président of the court of first instance, this 
young man had added the appellation "de Bonfons^' to his 
original name of Cruchot ; in time he hoped that the Bonf ons 
would efface the Cruchot, when he meant to drop the Cruchot 
altogether, and was at no little pains to compass this end. 
Already he styled himself C. de Bonfons. Any litigant who 
was so ill inspired as to address him in court as "M. Cru- 
chot,^^ was soon made painfully aware that he had blundered. 
The magistrate was about thirty-three years of âge, and the 
owner of the estate of Bonfons {Boni Fontis), which brought 
in annually seven thousand livres. In addition to this he had 
prospects ; he would succeed some day to the property of his 
uncle the notary, and there was yet another uncle besides, the 
Abbé Cruchot, a dignitary of the chapter of Saint Martin of 
Tours; both relatives were commonly reported to be men of 
substance. The three Cruchots, with a goodly number of 
kinsfolk, connected too by marriage with a score of other 
houses, formed a sort of party in the town, like the f amily 
of the Medicis in Florence long ago; and, lîke the Medicis, 
the Cruchots had their rivais — ^their Pazzi. 

Mme. des Grassins, the mother of a son of twenty-three 
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years of âge, came assîduously to take a hand at cards witH 
Mme. Grandet, hoping to marry her own dear Adolphe to 
Mademoiselle Eugénie. She had a powerful ally in her hus- 
band the banker, who had secretly rendered the old miser 
many a service, and who could give opportune aid on her 
field of battle. The three des Grassins had likewise their 
host of adhérents, their cousins, and trusty auxiliaries. 

The Abbé (the Talleyrand of the Cruchot faction), well 
Bupported by his brother the notary, closely disputed the 
ground with the banker^s wife; they meant to carry ofl the 
wealthy heiress for their nephew the président. The struggle 
between the two parties for the prize of the hand of Eugénie 
Grandet was an open secret ; ail Saumur watched it with the 
keenest interest. Which would Mlle. Grandet marry? 
Would it be M. le Président or M." Adolphe des Grassins? 
Some solved the problem by saying that M. Grandet would 
give his daughter to neither. The old cooper (said they) was 
consumed with an ambition to hâve a peer of France for his 
Bon-in-law, and he was on the look-out for a peer of France, 
who for the considération of an income of three hundred 
thousand livres would find ail the past, présent, and future 
barrels of the Grandets no obstacle to a match. Others de- 
murred to this, and urged that both M. and Mme. des Gras- 
sins came of a good f amily, that they had wealth enough for 
anything, that Adolphe was a very good-looking, pretty be- 
haved young man, and that unless the Grandets had a Pope^s 
nephew somewhere in the background, they ought to be satis- 
fied with a match in every way so suitable; for they were 
nobodies after ail; ail Saumur had seen Grandet going about 
with an adze in his hands, and moreover he had worn the red 
cap of Liberty in his time. 

The more astute observers remarked that M. Cruchot de 
Bonf ons was free of the house in the High Street, while his 
rival only visited there on Sundays. Some maintained that 
Mme. des Grassins, being on more intimate terms with the 
women of the house, had opportunities of inculcating cer- 
tain ideas which sooner or later must conduce to her suocess. 
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Otbers retorted that the Abbé Crucbot bad tbe most insinuat- 
ing manner in tbe world, and tbat witb a cburcbman on one 
Bide and a woman on tbe otber tbe cbanees were about even. 

'^It is gown against cassoek/' said a local wit. 

Tbose wbose memories went furtber back, said tbat tbe 
Qrandets were too prudent to let ail tbat property go ont of 
tbe f amily. Mlle. Eugénie Grandet of Saumur would be mar- 
ried one of tbese days to tbe son of tbe otber M. Grandet of 
Paris, a rieb wbolesale wine mercbant. To tbese botb Cru- 
cbotins and Grassinistes were wont to reply as f ollows : — 

"In tbe first place, tbe brotbers bave not met twice in 
tbirty years. Then M. Grandet of Paris is ambitions for 
tbat son of bis. He bimself is mayor of bis division of tbe 
department, a deputy, a colonel of tbe National Guard, and 
a judge of tbe tribunal of commerce. He does not own to any 
relationsbip witb tbe Grandets of Saumur, and is seeking to 
connect bimself witb one of Napoleon's dukes." 

Wbat will not people say of an beiress ? Eugénie Grandet 
was a stock sub ject of conversation for twenty leagues round ; 
nay, in public conveyances, even as far as Angers on tbe one 
band and Blois on tbe otber ! 

In tbe beginning of tbe year 1811 tbe Crucbotins gained 
A signal victory over tbe Grassinistes. Tbe young Marquis 
de Froidfond being compelled to realize bis capital, the estate 
of Froidfond, eelebrated for its park and its bandsome 
cbâteau, was for sale; togetber witb its dépendent farms, 
ri vers, fisbponds, and forest; altogether it was wortb tbree 
million francs. M. Crucbot, Président Crucbot, and tbe 
Abbé Crucbot by uniting tbeir forces bad managed to prevent 
a proposed division into small lots. Tbe notary made an un- 
commonly good bargain for bis client, representing to tbe 
young marquis tbat tbe purchase money of tbe small lots 
could only be coUected after endless trouble and expense, and 
tbat be would bave to sue a large proportion of tbe purchasers 
for it ; while bere was M. Grandet, a man wbose crédit stood 
bigb, and wbo was moreover ready to pay for tbe land at 
once in bard coin, it would be better to take M. Qrandet's 
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ofifer. In this way the f air marqnisate of Froidf ond was swal- 
lowed down by M. Grandet, who, to the amazement of Sau- 
mnr, paid for it in ready money (deducting discount of 
course) as soon as the required formalities were eompleted. 
The news of this transaction traveled far and wide; it 
reached Orléans; it was spoken of at Nantes. 

M. Grandet went to see his château, and on this wise; a 
cart happened to be retuming thither, so he embraced this 
opportunity of visiting his newly acquired property, and took 
a look round in the capacity of owner. Then he retumed to 
Saumur, well convinced that this investment would bring 
him in a clear five per cent, and fired with a magnificent am- 
bition; he would add his own bits of land to the marquisate 
of Froidf ond, and everything shouldlie within a ring fence. 
For the présent he would set himself to replenish his almost 
exhausted cofifers; he would eut down every stick of timber in 
his copses and f orests, and f ell the poplars in his meadows. 

It is easy af ter this explanation to understand ail that was 
conveyed by the words, "M. Grandet's house" — ^the cold, 
dreary, and silent house at the upper end of the town, under 
the shadow of the ruined ramparts. 

Two pillars supported the arch above the doorway, and for 
thèse, as also for the building of the house itself , a porous 
crumbling stone peculiar to the district along the banks of 
the Loire had been employed, a kind of tuf a so soft that at 
most it scarcely lasts for two hundred years. Kain and f rost 
had gnawed numerous irregular holes in the surface, with a 
curions efifect; the piers and the voussoirs looked as though 
they were composed of the vermicular stones often met with 
in French architecture. The doorway might hâve been the 
portai of a jail. Above the arch there was a long sculptured 
bas-relief of barder stone, representing the four Seasons, four 
forlom figures, aged, blackened, and weather wom. Above 
the bas-relief there was a projecting ledge of masonry where 
some chance-sown plants had taken root; yellow pellitory, 
bindweed, a plantain or two, and a little cheny-tree, that 
even now had reached a fair height. 
a 
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The massive door îtself was of dark oak^ shrunk and 
warped^ and full of cracks; but, feeble as it looked^ it was 
firmly held together by a séries of iron nails with huge heads^ 
driven into the wood in a symmetrical design. In the mid- 
dle there was a small square grating covered with rusty iron 
bars, which served as an excuse for a door knocker which 
hung there f rom a ring, and struck upon the menacing head a 
great iron boit. The knocker itself, oblong in shape, was of 
the kind that our ancestors used to call a "Jaquemart," and 
not unlike a huge note of admiration. If an antiquary had 
examined it carefuUy, he might hâve found some traces of 
the grotesque human head that it once represented, but the 
f eatures of the typical clown had long since been efifaced by 
constant wear. The little grating had been made in past 
times of civil war, so that the household might recognize their 
friends without bef ore admitting them, but now it afEorded 
to inquisitive eyes a view of a dank and gloomy archway, and 
a flight of broken steps leading to a not ninpicturesque gar- 
den shut in by thick walls through which the damp was ooz- 
ing, and a hedge of sickly-looking shrubs. The walls were 
part of the old fortifications, and up above upon the ramparts 
there were yet other gardens belonging to some of the neigh- 
boring houses. 

A door beneath the arch of the gateway opened into a 
large parler, the principal room on the ground floor. Few 
people comprehend the importance of this apartment in little 
towns in Anjou, Berri, and Touraine. The parler is also the 
hall, drawing-room, study, and boudoir ail in one; it is the 
stage on which the drama of domestic lif e is played, the very 
heart and centre of the home. Hither the hairdresser re- 
paired once in six months to eut M. Grandet's hair. The 
tenants and the curé, the sous-préfet and the miller's lad, 
were ail alike shown into this room. There were two Windows 
which looked out upon the street, the floor was boarded, 
the walls were paneled from floor to ceiling, covered with old 
carvings, and painted gray. The rafters were left visible, 
and were likewise painted gray, the plaster in intervening 
spaces was yellow with âge. 
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!Aii old brass clock case inlaid with arabesques in tortoise* 
shell stood on the chinmey-piece, which was of white stone, 
and adomed with rude carvings. Above it stood a mirror 
of a greenish hue, the edges were beveled in order to dis- 
play the thickness of the glass, and refleeted a thin streak of 
colored light into the room, which was caught again by the 
polished surface of another mirror of Damascus steel, which 
hung upon the wall. 

Two branched sconces of gilded copper which adomed 
either end of the chinmey-piece answered a double purpose. 
The branch roses which served as candle-sockets were remov- 
able, and the main stem, fitted into an antique copper con- 
trivance on a bluish marble pedestal^ did duty as a candlestick 
for ordinary days. 

The old-fashioned chairs were covered with tapestry, on 
which the fables of La Fontaine were depicted; but a thor- 
ough knowledge of the author was required in order to make 
ont the subjects, for the colors had faded badly, and the out- 
lines of the figures were hardly visible through a multitude 
of dams. Four sideboards occupied the four corners of the 
room, each of thèse articles of fumiture terminating in a 
tier of very dirty shelves. An old inlaid card-table with a 
chess-board marked out upon its surface stood in the space 
between the two Windows, and on the wall, above the table, 
hung an oval barometer in a dark wooden setting, adomed 
by a carved bunch of ribbons; they had been gilt ribbons 
once upon a time, but générations of Aies had wantonly ob- 
scured thé gilding, till its existence had become problematical. 
Two portraits in pastel hung on the wall opposite the fire- 
place. One was believed to represent Mme. Grandet's grand- 
f ather, old M. de la Bertellière, as a lieutenant in the Guards, 
and the other the late Mme. Gentillet as a shepherdess. 

Crimson curtains of gros de Tours were hung in the Win- 
dows and fastened back with silk cords and huge tassels. This 
luxurious upholstery, so little in harmony with the manners 
and customs of the Grandets, had been included in the pur- 
ehase of the house, like the pier-glass, the brass timepiece^ 
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tbe tapestry-covered chairs^ and the rosewood corner side- 
boards. In the f urther window stood a straw-bottomed ebair^ 
raised on blocks of wood, so tbat Mme. Grandet eould watch 
tbe passers-by as she sat. Â work-table of cberry wood» 
bleacbed and f aded by the light, fiUed the other window space^ 
and close beside it Eugénie Grandet's little armchair was set. 

The lives of mother and daughter had flowed on tranquilly 
for fifteen years. Day after day, from April to November, 
they sat at work in the Windows ; but the first day of the lat- 
ter month found them beside the fire, where they took up 
their positions for the winter. Grandet would not allow a 
fire to be lighted in the room before that date^ nor again 
after the 31st of March, let the early days of spring or of 
autumn be cold as they might. Big Nanon managed by 
stealth to fill a little brazier with glowing ashes from the 
kitchen fire, and in this way the chilly evenings of April and 
October were rendered tolerable for Mme. and Mlle. Grandet. 
AU the household linen was kept in repair by the mother and 
daughter; and so conscientiously did they dévote their days 
to this duty (no light task in truth), that if Eugénie wanted 
to embroider a coUarette for her mother she was obliged to 
steal the time from her hours of slumber, and to resort to a 
déception to obtain from her f ather the candie by which she 
worked. For a long while past it had been the miseras wont 
to dole out the candies to bis daughter and big Nanon in the 
same way that be gave out the bread and the other matters 
daily required by the household. 

Perhaps big Nanon was the one servant in existence who 
could and would bave endured her master^s tyrannous rule. 
Every one in the town used to envy M. and Mme. Grandet. 
"Big Nanon," so called on account of her height of five f eet 
eight inches, had been a part of the Grandet household for 
thirty-five years. She was held to be one of the richest ser- 
vants in Saumur, and this on a yearly wage of seventy 
livres! The seventy livres had accumulated for thirty- 
five years, and quite recently Nanon had deposited four thou- 
sand livres with M. Cruchot for the purchase of an annuity. 



BUOBNIB OBANDBT 31 

This resnlt of a long and persevering course of thrift appealed 
to the imagination — ^it seemed tremendous. There was not a 
maid-servant in Saumur but was envions of the poor woman, 
who by the time she had reaehed her sixtieth year would hâve 
Bcraped together enough to keep herself f rom want in her old 
âge ; but no one thought of the hard lif e and ail the toil whieh 
had gone to the making of that little hoard. 

Thirty-five years ago, when Nanon had been a homely, 
hard-featured girl of two and twenty, she had not been able 
to find a place because her appearance had been so much 
against her. Poor Nanon 1 it was really very hard. If her 
head had been set on the shoulders of a grenadier it would 
hâve been greatly admired^ but there is a fitness in things^ and 
Nanon's style of beauty was inappropriate. She had been a 
herdswoman on a farm for a time, till the f armhouse had 
been burnt down, and then it was, that, full of the robust 
courage that shrinks f rom nothing, she came to seek service 
in Saumur. 

Ât that time M. Grandet was thinkiug of marriage, and 
already determined to set up housekeeping. The girl, who 
had been rebufiEed f rom door to door, came under his notice. 
He was a cooper, and therefore a good judge of physical 
strength; he foresaw at once how useful this féminine Her- 
cules could be, a strongly-made woman who stood planted as 
firmly on her feet as an oak tree rooted in the soil where it 
has grown for two générations, a woman with square shoul- 
ders, large bips, and hands like a ploughman's, and whose 
honesty was as unquestionable as her virtue. He was not dis- 
mayed by a martial countenance, a disfiguring wart or two, 
a complexion like burnt clay, and a pair of sinewy arms; 
neither did Nanon^s rags alarm the cooper, whose heart was 
not yet hardened against misery. He took the poor girl into 
his service, gave her f ood, clothes, shoes and wages. Nanon 
found her hard life not intolerably hard. Nay, she secretly 
shed tears of joy at being so treated; she felt a sincère at- 
tachment for this master, who expected as much f rom her 
«8 ever f eudal lord required of a serl 
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ITanon did ail the work of the house. Sbe did the ooolÈ- 
ixig and the washing^ carrying ail the linen down to the Loire 
and bringing it back on her Bhonlders. She rose at daybreak 
and went to bed late. It was she who, without any assistance^ 
cooked for the vintagers in the antumn, and looked sharplj 
af ter the market-folk. She watehed over her master's prop- 
erty like a faithful dog, and wlth a blind belief in him; she 
obeyed bis most arbitraiy commands withont a murmur — 
bis whims were law to her. 

After twenty years of service, in the famons year 1811, 
when the vintage had been gathered in after unheard-of toil 
and trouble, Grandet made np bis mind to présent Nanon 
with bis old watch, the only gift she had ever received f rom 
him. She certainly had the réversion of bis old shoes (which 
happened to fit her), but as a raie they were so far seen into 
already that they were of little use to any one else, and could 
not be looked upon as a présent. Sheer necessity had made the 
poor girl so penurious that Grandet grew quite fond of her at 
last, and regarded her with the same sort of affection that a 
man gives to bis dog; and as for Nanon, she cheerfully wore 
the collar of servitude set round with spikes that she had 
ceased to feel. Grandet might stint the day^s allowance of 
bread, but she did not grumble. The f are might be scanty 
and poor, but Nanon's spirits did not sufler, and her health 
appeared to benefit ; there was never any illness in that bouse. 

And then Nanon was one of the f amily. She shared every 
mood of Grandet's, laughed when be laughed, was depressed 
when be was out of spirits, took her views of the weather or 
of the température f rom him, and worked with him and for 
him. This equality was an élément of sweetness which made 
up for many hardships in her lot. Out in the vineyards her 
master had never said a word about the small peacbes, plums, 
or nectarines eaten under the trees that are planted between 
the rows of vines. 

^^Come, Nfanon, take as much as you like,'* be would say, 
in years when the branches were bending beneath their load, 
and fruit was so abundant that the f armers round about were 
f orced to give it to the £i£Si 
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For the peasant girl, for the outdoor f ann servant, who had 
known nothing but harsh treatment f rom childhood, for the 
girl who had been rescued from starvation by charity, old 
Grandet^s eqxiivocal laughter was like a ray of sunshine. Be- 
sides, Nanon^s simple nature and limited intelligence eould 
only entertain one idea at a time; and during those thirty- 
five years of service one picture was constantly présent to her 
mind— she saw herself a barefooted girl in rags standing at 
the gâte of M. Grandet's timber yard, and heard the sound 
of the coopères voice, saying, "What is it, lassie?" and the 
warmth of gratitude filled her heart to-day as it did then. 
Sometimes, as he watched her, the thought came up in Gran- 
det^s mind how that no syllable of praise or admiration had 
ever been breathed in her ears, that ail the tender feelingi 
that a woman inspires had no existence for her, and that she 
might well appear before God one day as chaste as the 
Virgin Mary herself. At such times, prompted by a sudden 
impulse of pity, he would exclaim, "Poor Nanon !" 

The remark was always foUowed by aTi indescribable look 
from the old servant. The words so spoken from time to 
time were separate links in a long and unbroken chain of 
friendship. But in this pity in the miseras soûl, which gave 
a thrill of pleasure to the lonely woman, there was something 
indescribably revolting; it was a cold-blooded pity that stirred 
the coopères heart; it was a luxury that cost him nothing. 
But for Nanon it meant the height of happiness ! Who will 
not likewise say, ^Toor Nfanon!" God will one day know 
His angels by the tones of their voices and by the sorrow 
hidden in their hearts. 

There were plenty of households in Saumur where servants 
were better treated, but where their employers, nevertheless, 
enjoyed small comfort in retum. Wherefore people asked, 
^TVhat hâve the Grandets done to that big Nanon of theirs 
that she should be so attached to them? She would go 
through fire and water to serve them I" 

Her kitchen, with its barred Windows that looked out înto 
the yard, was always clean, cold, and tidy, a thorough miseras 



24 BUQENIE QBANDET 

kitchen, in which nothing was allowed to be wasted. WheB 
Nanon had washed her plates and dishes^ put the remains 
of the dinner into the saf e, and raked ont the âre^ she lef t 
her kitehen (which was only separated from the dining-room 
by the breadth of a passage)^ and sat down to spin hemp in 
the Company of her employers, for a single candie must suf- 
fice for the whole f amily in the evening. The serving-maid 
slept in a little dark closet at the end of the passage, lit only 
by a borrowed light. Nanon had an iron constitution and 
Sound health, which enabled her to sleep with impunîty year 
after year in this hole, where she could hear the slightest 
Sound that broke the heavy silence brooding day and night 
over the house; she lay like a watch-dog, with one car open; 
she was never ofl duty, not even while she slept. , 

Some description of the rest of the house will be necessary 
in the course of the story in connection with later events; 
but the parlor, wherein ail the splendor and luxury of the 
house was concentrated, has been sketched already, and the 
emptiness and bareness of the upper rooms can be surmised 
for the présent. 

It was in the middle of November, in the year 1819, twi- 
light was coming on, and big Nanon was lighting a are in 
the parlor for the first time. It was a festival day in the 
calendar of the Cruchotins and Grassinistes, wherefore the 
six antagonists were preparing to set f orth, ail armed cap-à- 
pie, for a contest in which each side meant to outdo the other 
in proofs of friendship. The Grandets' parlor was to be the 
scène of action. That moming Mme. and Mlle. Grandet, 
duly attended by Nanon, had repaired to the parish church 
to hear mass. AU Saumur had seen them go, and every one 
had been put in mind of the f act that it was Eugénie's birth- 
day. M. Cruchot, the Abbé Cruchot, and M. C. de Bonfons, 
theref ore, having calculated the hour when dinner would be 
over, were eager to be first in the field, and to arrive 
before the Grassinistes to congratulate Mlle. Grandet. AU 
three carried huge bunches of flowers, gathered in their Uttle 
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garden plots, but the stalks of the magîstrate's bouquet wers 
ingeniously bound round by a white satin ribbon with a tinsel 
fringe at the ends. 

In the moming M. Grandet had gone to Eugénie's room 
before she had left her bed, and had solemnly presented her 
with a rare gold coin. It was her f ather's wont to surprise 
her in this way twice every year — once on her birthday, once 
on the equally mémorable day of her patron saint. Mme. 
Grandet usually gave her daughter a winter or a summer 
dress, according to circumstances. The two dresses and two 
gold coins, which she received on her f ather^s birthday and 
on New Year^s Day, altogether amounted to an annual in- 
come of nearly a hundred crowns; Grandet loved to watch the 
money accumulating in her hands. He did not part with his 
money; he felt that it was only like taking it out of one box 
and putting it into another; and besides, was it not, so to 
speak, f ostering a proper regard for gold in his heiress ? she 
was being trained in the way in which she should go. Now 
and then he asked for an account of her wealth (formerly 
swelled by gifts from the La Bertellières), and each time he 
did 80 he used to tell her, "This will be your dozen when you 
are married.'^ 

The dozen is an old-world custom which has lost none of its 
force, and is still religiously adhered to in several midland 
districts in France. In Berri or Anjou when a daughter is 
married, it is incumbent upon her parents, or upon her bride- 
groom's f amily, to give her a purse containing either a dozen, 
or twelve dozen, or twelve hundred gold or silver coins, the 
amount varying with the means of the f amily. The poorest 
herd-girl would not be content without her dozen when she 
married, even if she could only bring twelve pence as a 
dower. They talk even yet at Issoudun of a fabulons dozen 
once given to a rich heiress, which consisted of a hundred and 
forty-four Portuguese moidores; and when Catherine de 
Medicis was married to Henry II., her uncle. Clément VII., 
gave the bride a dozen antique gold medals of priceless value. 

Eugénie wore her new dress at dinner, and looked prettiex 
than ubuaI in it; her father was in high good humor. 
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'Tjet HB hâve a fire/' he cried, ^^as it is Eugénie's birib- 
day I It will be a good omen I" 

"Mademoiselle will be married within the year, that's cer- 
tain/' said big Nanon^ as she removed the remaîns of a 
goose, that pheasant of the coopers of Sanmar. 

"There is no one that I know of in Saumur who would do 
for Engénie," said Mme. Grandet, with a timid glanée at her 
husband, a glanée that revealed how completely her husband's 
tyranny had broken the poor woman's spirit. 

Grandet looked at his daughter, and said merrily, *TVe 
must really begin to think about her; the little giri is twenty- 
three years old to-day." 

Neither Eugénie nor her mother said a word, but they ex- 
changed glanées; they understood each other. 

Mme. Grandet's face was thin and wrinkled and yellow as 
saffron ; she was awkward and slow in her movements, one of 
those beings who seem bom to be tyrannized over. She was 
a large-boned woman, with a large nose, large eyes, and a 
prominent forehead; there seemed to be, at first sight, some 
dim suggestion of a resemblance between her and some shriv- 
eled, spongy, dried-up fruit. The f ew teeth that remained 
to her were dark and discolored; there were deep lines fretted 
about her mouth, and her chin was something after the "nut- 
cracker^' pattem. She was a good sort of woman, and a La 
Bertellière to the backbone. The Abbé Cruchot had more 
than once f ound occasion to tell her that she had not been so 
bad looking when she was young, and she did not disagree 
with him. An angelic sweetness of disposition, the helpless 
meekness of an insect in the hands of cruel children, a sincère 
piety, a kindly heart, and an even temper that nothing could 
ruffle or sour, had gained universal respect and pity for her. 

Her appearance might provoke a smile, but she had brought 
her husband more than three hundred thousand francs, partly 
as her dowry, partly through bequests. Yet Grandet never 
gave his wif e more than six francs at a time for pocket money, 
and she always regarded herself as dépendent upon her hus- 
band. The meek gentleness of her nature forbade any revolt 
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agaînst his tyranny ; but so deeply did she feel the humiliation 
of her position^ that she had never asked him for a sou^ and 
when M. Cruchot demanded her signature to any document, 
Bhe always gave it without a word. This foolish sensitive 
pride, whieh Grandet eonstantly and unwittingly hurt, this 
magnanimity which he was quite incapable of understand- 
ing, were Mme. Grandet's dominant charaeteristics. 

Her dress never varied. Her gown was always of the same 
dull, greenish shade of laventine, and usually lasted her nearly | 
a twelvemonth; the large handkerchief at her throat was of 
some kind of cotton material ; she wore a straw bonnet, and 
was seldom seen without a black silk apron. She lef t the house 
so rarely that her walking shoes were seldom wom out; in- 
deed, her requirements were very f ew, she never wanted any- 
thing for herself . Sometimes it would occur to Grandet that 
it was a long while'sinee he had given the last six francs to 
his wife, and his conscience would prick him a little; and 
after the vintage, when he sold his wine, he always demanded 
pin-money for his wife over and above the bargain. Thèse 
four or five louis out of the pockets of the Dutch or Belgian 
merchants were Mme. Grandet's only certain source of yearly 
income. But although she received her five louis, her husband 
would of ten say to her, as if they had had one common purse, 
"Hâve you a f ew sous that you can lend me ?" and she, poor 
woman, glad that it was in her power to do anything for the 
man whom her confesser always taught her to regard as her 
lord and master, used to retum to him more than one crown 
out of her little store in the course of the winter. Every 
month, when Grandet disbursed the five-f ranc pièce which he 
allowed his daughter for needles, thread, and small expenses 
of dress, he remarked to his wife (after he had buttoned up 
his pocket), "And how about you, mother; do you want any- 
thing ?" And with a mother^s dignity Mme. Grandet would 
answer, "We will talk about that by-and-by, dear." 

Her magnanimity was entirely lost upon Grandet ; he con- 
sidered that he did very handsomely by his wife. The 
philosophie mind contemplating the Nanons, the Mme. Gran- 
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dets, tbe Eugénies of this life^ holds that the Author of the 
nniverse is a prof ound satiriste and who wiU quarrel with the 
conclusion of the philosophie mind? Âfter the dinner^ when 
the question of Eugénie's marriage had been raised for the 
first time, Nanon went up to M. Grandet's room to fetch a 
bottle of black currant cordial, and very nearly lost her foot- 
ing on the staircase as she came down. 

^^Great stupid ! Are you going to take to tumbling about V^ 
inquired her master. 

^^It is ail along of the step, sir; it gave way. The stair- 
case isn^t safe/' 

"She is quite right/^ said Mme. Grandet. ^TTou ought to 
hâve had it mended long ago. Eugénie ail but sprained her 
foot on it yesterday.^* 

*^Here/^ said Grandet, whosawthat Nanon looked very pale, 
^'as to-day is Eugénie^s birthday, and you bave nearly fallen 
downstairs, take a drop of black currant cordial; that will put 
you right again.'^ 

*T deserve it, too, upon my word/' said Nanon. *^any a 
one would bave broken the bottle in my place ; I should hâve 
broken my elbow first, holding it up to save it." 

"Poor Nanonl" muttered Grandet, pouring out the black 
currant cordial for her. 

"Did you hurt yourself ?" asked Eugénie, looking at her in 
concem. 

"No, I managed to break the fall; I came down on my 
side." 

^^ell," said Grandet, "as to-day is Eugénie's birthday, I 
will mend your step for you. Somehow you women folk can- 
not manage to put your foot down .in the corner, where it is 
still solid and safe." 

Grandet took up the candie, left the three women with- 
out any other illumination, in the room than the bright danc- 
ing firelight, and went to the bakehouse, where tools, nails, 
and odd pièces of wood were kept. 

"Do you want any help ?" Nanon called to hîm, when the 
first blow sounded on the staircase. 
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"No ! no ! I am an old hand at it/* answered the cooper. 

At this very moment, while Grandet was doing the repairs 
himself to his worm-eaten staircase, and whistling with ail his 
might as memories of his young days came up in his mind, 
the three Cmehots knoeked at the house door. 

"Oh, it's yoTi, is it, M. Cruchot?^^ asked Nanon, as she 
took a look through the small square grating. 

'^Yes/^ answered the magistrate. 

Nanon opened the door, and the glow of the firelight shone 
on the three Cruchots, who were groping in the archway. 

*^0h ! you hâve corne to help ns keep her birthday,^^ Nanon 
said, as the scent of âowers reaehed her. 

'^Excuse me a moment, gentlemen," cried Grandet, who 
recognized the voices of his acqnaintanees; "I am yonr very 
humble servant ! There is no pride abont me; I am patching 
up a broken stair hère myself ." 

**6o on, go on, M. Grandet I The chareoal humer is mayor 
in his own house," said the magistrate sententiously. ITo- 
body saw the allusion, and he had his laugh ail to himself. 

Mme. and Mlle. Grandet rose to greet them. The magis- 
trate took advantage of the darkness to speak to Eugénie. 

*Will you permit me, mademoiselle, on the anniversary of 
your birthday, to wish you a long succession of prospérons 
years, and may you for long préserve the health with whîch 
you are blessed at présent." 

He then ofifered her such a bouquet of flowérs as was sel- 
dom seen in Saumur; and taking the heiress by both arms, 
gave her a kiss on either side of the throat, a fervent sainte 
whieh brought the color into Eugénie^s face. The magistrate 
was tall and thin, somewhat resembling a rusty nail; this wa§ 
his notion of paying court. 

^TJo not disturb yourselves," said Grandet, coming back 
into the room. "Fine doings thèse of yours, M. le Président, 
on high days and holidays !" 

'^ith mademoiselle beside him, every day would be a holi- 
day for my nephew," answered the Abbé Cruchot, also armed 
with a bouquet; and with that the Abbé kissed Eugénie^a 
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hand. As for M. Cruchot, he kîssed her unceremoniously on 
both cheeks, saying, ^TPhis sort of thing makes us feel older, 
eh ? A whole year older eyery twelye months/* 

Grandet set down the candie in front of the brass clock on 
the ehimney-pieee ; whenever a joke amused him he kept on 
repeating it till it was wom threadbare ; he did so now. 

*^As to-day is Eugénie's birthday," he said, ^^ let us hâve an 
illumination/^ 

He caref uUv removed the branches f rom the two sconces, 
fitted the sockets into either pedestal, took from Nanon's 
hands a whole new candie wrapped in a scrap of paper, fixed 
it firmly in the socket, and lighted it. Then he went over 
to his wife and took up his position beside her, looMng by 
tums at his daughter, his friends, and the two lighted 
candies. 

The Abbé Cruchot was a fat, dumpy little man with a 
well-wom, sandy peruke. His peculiar type of face might 
hâve belonged to some old lady whose lif e is spent at the card 
table. At this moment he was stretching ont his f eet and dis- 
playing a very neat and strong pair of shoes with silver 
buckles on them. 

"The des Grassins hâve not come round ?^^ he asked. 

"Not yet,^* answered Grandet. 

"Are they sure to come?^^ put in the old notary, with 
varions contortions of a countenance as fuU of holes as a 
colander. 

"Oh I yes, I think they will come,'* said Mme. Grandet. 

*T!s the vintage over?** asked Président de Bonfons, ad- 
dressing Grandet, "are ail your grapes gathered?** 

"Yes, everywhere !'* answered the old vinegrower, rising 
and walking up and down the length of the room; he 
straightened himself up as he spoke with a conscious pride 
that appeared in that word "everywhere.** 

As he passed by the door that opened into the passage, 
Grandet caught a glimpse of the kitchen; the fire was still 
alight, a candie was buming there, and big Nanon was about 
to begin her spinning by the hearth; she did not wish to in- 
trude upon the birthday part;* 
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^anonl^' he called^ stepping ont into the passage, 
'^Nanon I why ever don't you rake ont the flre ; put ont the 
candie and corne in here ! Par dieu! the room is large enongh 
to hold ns ail/* 

'TBnt you are expecting grand visîtors, sir/' 

^^Have you any objection to them? They are ail desoenJded 
f rom Adam just as much as you are/' 

Grandet went back to the président. 

*^ave you sold your wine ?'* he inquired. 

*'Not I ; I am holding it. If the wine is good now, ît will 
be better still in two years' time. The growers, as you know, 
of course, are in a ring, and mean to keep priées up. The 
Belgians shall not hâve it ail their own way this year. And 
if they go away, well and good, let them go; they will corne 
back again/* 

^TTes; but we must hold firm,'' saîd Grandet in a tone that 
made the magistrate shudder. 

"Suppose he should sell his wine behind our backs?*' he 
thought. 

At that moment another knock at the door announced the 
des Grassins, and interrupted a quiet talk between Mme. 
Grandet and the Abbé Cruchot. 

Mme. des Grassins was a dumpy, lively little person witK 
a pink-and-white complexion, one of those women for whom 
the course of lif e in a country town has flowed on with almost 
claustral tranquillity, and who, thanks to this regular and vir- 
tuous existence, are still youthful at the âge of forty. They 
are something like the late roses in autumn, which are fair 
and pleasant to the sight, but the almost scentless petals hâve 
a pinched look, there is a vague suggestion of coming winter 
about them. She dressed tolerably well, her gowns came 
from Paris, she was a leader of society in Saumur, and re- 
ceived on certain evenings. Her husband had been a quarter- 
master in the Impérial Guard, but he had retired from the 
army with a pension, after being badly wounded at Auster- 
litz. In spite of his considération for Grandet, he still re- 
tained, or affected to retain, the bluff maimers of a soldier. 
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''Good âaj, Grandet/^ he said^ holding ont his hand to 
the cooper with that wonted air of superiority with which he 
eclipsed the Cruchot faction. 'Mademoiselle/' he added^ ad- 
dressing Eugénie^ after a how to Mme. Qrandet^ ^ou are 
always charming^ ever good and f air^ and what more can one 
vish you ?*' 

With that he presented her with a small box, which a ser- 
vant was carrying, and which contained a Cape heath, a plant 
only recently introduced into Europe^ and very rare. 

Mme. des Grassins embraced Engénie very affectionately, 
squeezed her hand> and said, ^T. hâve commissioned Adolphe 
to give yon my little birthday gif t/' 

A tall^ f alr-haired young man, somewhat pallid and weaUy 
in appearance^ came f orward at this ; his manners were pass- 
ably good^ althongh he seemed to be shy. He had jnst corn- 
pleted his law studies in Paris^ where he had managed to 
apend eight or ten thousand francs over and above his allow« 
ance. He now kissed Eugénie on both cheeks, and laid a 
workbox with gilded silver fittings before her; it was a showy, 
trampery thing enough, in spite of the little shield on the lid^ 
on which an E. G. had been engraved in Gothic characters, a 
détail .which gave an imposing air to the whole. Eugénie 
xaised the lid with a little thrill of pleasure, the happiness 
was as complète as it was unlooked for — ^the happiness that 
brings bright color into a young girl's face and makes her 
tremble with delight. Her eyes tumed to her f ather as if to 
ask whether she might accept the gift; M. Grandet answered 
the mute inquiry with a 'Take it, my daughterT* in tones 
which would bave made the réputation of an actor. The 
three Cruchots stood dumfounded when they saw the 
bright, delighted glance that Adolphe des Grassins received 
f rom the heiress, who seemed to be dazzled by such un- 
dreamed-of splendors. 

M. des Grassins offered his snuflf-box to Grandet, took a 
pinch himself, brushed ofE a f ew stray specks f rom his blue 
coat and from the ribbon of the Légion of Honor at his 
button-hole, and looked at the Cruchots, as who should say, 
"Parry that thrust if you canP Mme. des Grassins' eyes 
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fell on the bine glass jars in which tbe Cmchots' bonqnets 
had been set. She looked at tbeir gifts witb the innocent 
air of pretended interest which a satirical woman knows fiow 
to assume upon occasion. It was a délicate crisis. The 
Abbé got np and lef t the others, who were f orming a circle 
round the &re, and joined Grandet in bis promenade up and 
down the room. When the two elders had reached the em- 
bi*a8ure of the window at the fnrther end, away from the 
group by the fire, the priest said in the miseras ear, *Those 
people yonder are throwing tbeir money ont of the Windows.** 

'^hat does that matter to me, so long as it cornes my 
way?** the old vinegrower answered. 

"If you had a mind to give your danghter golden scissors, 
yon conld very well afiEord it,** said the Abbé. 

"I shall giye her something better than scissors,** Grandet 
answered. 

^TV^hat an idiot my nephew is !** thonght the Abbé, as he 
looked at the magistrate, whose dark, ill-f avored countenance 
was set o£E to perfection at that moment by a shock head of 
hair. '^hy couldn*t he bave hit on some expensive pièce of 
f oolery ?** 

*We will take a hand at cards, Mme. Grandet,** said Mme. 
des Grassins. 

*^ut as we are ail hère, there are enongh of us for two 
tables. . . ** 

"As to-day is Eugénie*8 birthday, why not ail play togeth^r 
at loto?** said old Grandet; "thèse two children coiûd join in 
the game.** 

The old cooper, who never played at any game whateTcr, 
pointed to his daughter and Adolphe. 

"Hère, Nanon, mové the tables out.** 

*TV^e will help you, Mademoiselle Nanon,** said Mme. des 
Grassins cheerfuUy; she was thoroughly pleased because she 
had pleased Eugénie. 

"I bave never seen anything so pretty anywhere,*' the 
heiress had said to her. "I bave never been so happy in my 
lif e bef ore.** 
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'fit was Adolphe who chose it/' said Mme. des Orassins in 
the girPs ear; ^Tie brought it from Paris.* 

"60 your ways, accursed scheming woman/* muttered the 
magistrate to himself . 'T[f you or your husband eyer find 
yourselyes in a court of law^ you shall be hard put to it to 
gain the day/' 

The notary, cahnly seated in his corner, watched the Abbé, 
and said to himself, 'The des Grassins may do what they 
like; my fortune and my brother's and my nephew^s fortunes 
altogether mount up to eleven hundred thousand francs. 
The des Grassins, at the very most, hâve only half as much, 
and they hâve a daughter. Let them give whatever they like, 
ail will be ours some day — ^the heiress and her présents too.'* 

Two tables were in readiness by half-past eight o^clock. 
Mme. des Grassins, with her winning ways, had succeeded in 
placing her son next to Eugénie. The actors in the scène, 
80 commonplace in appearance, so f ull of interest bieneath 
the surface, each provided with slips of pasteboard of varions 
colors and blue glass counters, seemed to be listening to the 
little jokes made by the old notary, who never drew a num- 
ber without making some remark upon it, but they were ail 
thinking of M. Grandet's millions. The old cooper himself 
eyed the group with a certain self-complacency; he looked at 
Mme. des Grassins with her pînk feathers and f resh toilette, 
at the banker's soldierly face, at Adolphe, at the magistrate, 
at the Abbé and the notary, and within himself he said: 
'They are ail after my crowns; that is what they are hère 
for. It is for my daughter that they come to be bored hère. 
Ahal and my daughter is for none of them, and ail thèse 
people are so many harpoons to be used in my fishing.*' 

The merriment of this f amily party, the laughter, only sin- 
cère when it came from Eugénie or her mother, and to which 
the low whirring of Nanon^s spinning-wheel made an ac- 
companiment, the sordid meanness playing for hîgh stakes, 
the young girl herself , like some rare bird, the innocent victim 
of its high value, tracked down and snared by specious pre- 
tences of f riendship ; taken altogether, it was a sorry comedj 
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that was beîng played in the old gray-paînted parlor, by the 
dim light of the two candies. Was it not, however, a drama of 
ail time, played ont everywhere ail over the world, but hère 
redueed to its simplest expression? Old Grandet towered 
above the other aetors, tuming ail this sham affection to his 
own account, and reaping a rich harvest f rom this simulftted 
friendship. His face hovered above the scène like the in- 
terprétation of an evil dream. He was like the incarnation 
of the one god who yet finds worshipers in modem times, of 
Money and the power of wealth. 

With him the gentler and sweeter impulses of human life 
only occupied the second place ; but they so fiUed three purer 
hearts there, that there was no room in them for other 
thoughts — ^the hearts of Nanon, and of Eugénie and her 
mother. And yet, how much ignorance mingled with their 
innocent simplicity ! Eugénie and her mother knew nothing 
of Grandet^s wealth; they saw everything through a médium 
of dim ideas peculiar to their own narrow world, and neither 
desired nor despised money, accustomed as they were to do 
without it. Nor were they conscious of an uncongenial at- 
mosphère; the strength of their feelings, their inner life, 
made of them a strange exception in this gathering, whoUy 
intent upon material interests. Appalling is the condition 
of man; there is no drop of happiness in his lot but bas its 
source in ignorance. 

Just as Mme. Grandet had won sixteen sous, the largest 
amount that had ever been punted beneath that roof, and big 
Nanon was beaming with delight at the sight of Madame 
pocketing that splendid sum, there was a knock at the house- 
door, so sudden and so loud that the women started on their 
chairs. 

"No one in Saumur would knock in that way,*' said the 
notary. 

'What do they thump like that for?'' said Nanon. "Do 
they want to break our door down ?" 
'^ho the devil is it r cried Grandet. 
Nanon took up one of the candies and went to open the 
door. Grandet f oUowed her. 
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''Qiandet I Qiandet I" cried his wif e ; a Tagae terror seized 
her, and she hurried to the door of the room. 

The players ail looked at each other. 

'^Suppose we go too?'* said M. des Qrassins. "That knock 
meant no good, it seemed to me/' 

But M. des Orassins scarcely eaught a glimpse of a yoiing 
man's face and of a porter who was carryîng two tiuge tnmks 
and an assortment of carpet bags^ before Grandet tumed 
sharply on his wif e and said — 

'^Go back to yonr loto, Mme. Grandet, and leaye me to settle 
with this gentleman hère/' 

With that he slammed the parlor door, and the loto players 
sat down again, but they were too much excited to go on with 
the game. 

'^Is it any one who lives in Saumur, M. des Grassins P' his 
wif e inquired. 

'Tiîo, a traveler/* 

"Then he must hâve come f rom Paris/' 

"As a matter of fact," said the notary, drawing out a 
heavy antique watch, a couple of fingers'breadth in thickness, 
and not unlike a Dutch punt in shape, "as a matter of f act, 
it is nine o'clock. Peste? the mail coach is not often behind 
time/' 

"Is he young loôking?" put in the Abbé Cruchot. 

'TTes," answered M. des Grassins. "The luggage he has 
with him must weigh three hundred kilos at least/' 

"Nanon does not come back,'' said Eugénie. 

"It must be some relation of yours," the Président re- 
marked. 

*Tjet us put down our stakes," said Mme. Grandet gently. 
*Ttf . Grandet was vexed, I could tell that by the sound of his 
voice, and perhaps he would be displeased if he came in and 
f ound us ail discussing his afiPairs." 

^'Mademoiselle," Adolphe addressed his neighbor, "it will 
be your cousin Grandet no doubt, a very nice looking young 
fellow whom I once met at a bail at M. de Nucingen's." 

Adolphe went no f urther^ his mother stamped on his f ooi 
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under the table. Aloud^ she asked him for two sons for hia 
stake^ adding in an nndertone^ meant only for hîs ears, '^ill 
you hold your tongue, you great silly?'^ 

They conld hear the f ootsteps of Nanon and the porter on 
the stairease^ but Grandet retumed to the room almost im- 
mediately, and just behind him came the traveler who had 
excited so much euriosity, and loomed so large in the imag- 
inations of those assembled; indeed^ his sudden descent into 
their midst might be compared to the arriTal of a snail in a 
beehive^ or the entrance of a peaeock into some humdrum 
village poultry-yard. 

^Take a seat near the fire/' said Qrandet^ addressing the 
étranger. 

The yoiing man looked aroimd the room and bowed very 
gracefuUy before seating himself . The men rose and bowed 
poHtely in retnm, the women eurtseyed rather eeremonionsly. 

^TTou are feeling eold, I expect, sir/* said Mme. Grandet; 
*'you haye no doubt corne f rom ^* 

**Just like the women V^ broke in the goodman^ lookîng up 
f rom the letter which he held in his hand. "Do let the gen- 
tleman hâve a little peace/* 

"But, f ather, perhaps the gentleman wants something after 
his joumey/* said Eugénie. 

"He has a tongue in his head/* the vinegrower answered 
severely. 

The stranger alone f elt any surprise at this scène, the rest 
were quite used to the worthy man and his arbitrary be- 
havior. But after the two inquiries had received thèse sum- 
mary answers, the stranger rose and stood with his back to 
the fire, held out a f oot to the blaze, so as to warm the soles 
of his boots, and said to Eugénie, "Thank you, cousin, I 
dined at Tours. And I do not require anything,** he added, 
glancing at Grandet ; "I am not in the least tired.** 

"Do you come from Paris?** (it was Mme. des Grassins 
who now put the inquiry ) . 

M. Charles (for this was the name borne by the son of M. 
Grandet of Paris), hearing some one question him, took out 
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an eyeglasB that hung suspended from bis neck by a cord, 
fixcd it in bis eye, and made a deliberate Burvey of tbe ob^ 
jccts upon tbe table and of tbe people sîtting round it^ eyed 
Mme. des Grassins very eoolly^ and saîd (wben be bad eom- 
pleted bis survey), "Yes, madame. — You are playing at loto, 
aunt/' be added; "pray go on witb your game, it is too amus- 
îng to be broken off . . /* 

"I knew it was tbe cousin," tbougbt Mme. des Grassins, 
and sbe gave bim a side-glanee from time to time. 

"Forty-seven," eried tbe old Abbé. ^^Keep count. Mme. des 
Orassins^ tbat is yonr number, is it not ?" 

M. des Grassins put down a counter on bis wife's card; tbe 
lady berself was not tbinking of loto, ber mind was full of 
melancholy f orebodings ; sbe was watebing Eugénie and tbe 
cousin from Paris. Sbe saw bow tbe beiress now and tben 
stole a glance at ber cousin, and tbe banker's wife could easily 
discover in tbose glances a crescendo of amazement or of 
curiosity. 

Tbere was certainly a strange contrast between M. Cbarles 
Grandet, a bandsome young man of two-and-twenty, and tbe 
wortby proTincials, who, tolerably disgusted already witb bis 
aristocratie airs, were scomfuUy studying the stranger with 
a view to making game of bim. Tbis requires some explana- 
tion. 

At two-and-twenty cbildbood is not so Tery far away, and 
youtb, on tbe borderland, bas not finally and forever put 
away cbildisb tbings ; Cbarles Grandet's vanity was cbildisb, 
but perbaps ninety-nine young men out of a hundred would 
bave been carried away by it and bebaved exactly as be did. 

Some days previously bis f atber bad bidden bim to go on a 
visit of several montbs to bis uncle in Saumur; perbaps M. 
Grandet (of Paris) bad Eugénie in bis mind. Cbarles, 
launebed in tbis way into a country town for tbe first time 
in bis life, bad bis own ideas. He would make bis appear- 
ance in provincial society witb ail tbe superiority of a young 
man of fasbion; be would reduce tbe neigbborbood to de- 
spair by bis splendor; be would inaugurate a new epocb, and 
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introduce ail ihe latest and most ingénions refinement of 
Parisian luxnry. To be brief , he meant to deTote more time 
at Sanmur than in Paris to the care of his nails^ and to 
carry ont schemes of elaborate and studied refinements in 
dress at his leisnre; there should be none of the not nngrace- 
f ul négligence of attire whieh a young man of f ashion some- 
times affects. 

So Charles took with him into the conntry the most charm- 
ing of shooting costumes, the sweetest thing in hnnting- 
knives and sheaths, and a perf ect beanty of a rifle. He packed 
up a most tastef ul collection of waistcoats ; gray, white, black, 
beetle-green shot with gold, speckled and spangled; double 
waistcoats, waistcoats with roUed coUars, stand-up coUars, 
tumed-down coUars, open at the throat, buttoned up to the 
chin with a row of gold buttons. He took examples of ail 
the ties and crayats in f avor at that epoch. He took two of 
Buisson^s coats. He took his flnest linen, and the dressing- 
case with gold fittings that his mother had giyen him. He 
took ail his dandy^s paraphemalia, not f orgetting an enchant- 
ing little writing-case, the gif t of the most amiable of women 
(for him at least), a great lady whom he called Annette, and 
who at that moment was trayeling with her husband in Scot- 
land, a victim to suspicions which demanded the temporary 
sacrifice of her happiaess. 

In short, his cargo of Parisian f rivolities was as complète 
as it was possible to make it; nothing had been omitted, 
from the horse-whip, useful as a preliminary, to the pair of 
richly chased and mounted pistols that terminate a duel. 
There was ail the ploughing gear required by a young idler 
in the field of lif e. 

His f ather had told him to travel alone and modestly, and 
he had obeyed. He had come in the coupé of the diligence, 
which he secured ail to himself ; and was not ill-satisfied to 
save wear, in this way, to a smart and comfortable trayeling 
carnage which he had ordered, and in which he meant to 
go to meet his Annette, the af oresaid great lady who . . . 
etc.4 and whom he was to rejoin next June at Baden-Baden. 
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Cliarles expected to meet scores of people during his visit 
to his uncle ; he expected to hâve some shooting on his imcle's 
land; he expected, in short, to find a large house on a large 
estate; he had not thonght to find his relatives in Saumur 
at ail ; he had only f ound ont that they lived there by asking 
the way to Froidf ond, and even after this discovery he ex- 
pected to see them in a large mansion. But whether îiis nncle 
lived in Sanmur or at Froidfond, he was determined to make 
his first appearance properly, so he had assumed a most 
f ascinating traveling costume, made with the simplicity that 
is the perfection of art, a most adorable création, to use the 
Word which in those days expressed superlative praise of the 
spécial qualities of a thing or of a man. Ât Tours he had 
Bummoned a hairdresser, and his handsome chestnut hair 
was curled af resh. He had changed his linen and put on a 
black satin cravat, which, in combination with a round col- 
lar, made a very becoming setting for a pale and satirical 
face. A long overcoat, fitting tightly at the waist, gave 
glimpses of a cashmere waistcoat with a roUed coUar, and 
beneath this again a second waistcoat of some white material. 
His watch was carelessly thrust into a side pocket, and save 
in 80 far as a gold chain secured it to a buttonhole, its con- 
tinuance there appeared to be purely accidentai. His gray 
trousers were buttoned at the sides, and the seams were 
adomed with designs embroidered in black silk. A pair of 
gray gloves had nothing to dread f rom contact with a gold- 
headed cane, which he managed to admiration. A dis- 
criminating taste was evinced throughout the costume, and 
shone conspicuous in the traveling cap. Only a Parisian, 
and a Parisian moreover from some remote and lofty sphère, 
could trick himself out in such attire, and bring ail its absurd 
détails into harmony by coxcombry carried to such a pitch 
that it ceased to be ridiculous; this young man carried it 
oflE, moreover, with a swaggering air befitting a dead shot, 
conscious of the possession of a handsome pair of pistols and 
the good grâces of an Annette. 

If, moreover, you wish to thoroughly understand the sur- 
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jrîse wîth which the Saumuroîs and the young Parisian 
mutually regarded each other, you must behold, as did the 
former, the radiant vision of this élégant traveler shining in 
the gloomy old room, as well as the figures that composed 
the family pieture that met the stranger's eyes. There sat 
the Cruehots; try to imagine them. 

To begin with, ail three took snufif, with utter disregard of 
Personal cleanliness or of the black deposit with which their 
shirt frills were encrusted. Their limp silk handkerehiefs 
were twisted into a thick rope, and wound tightly about their 
neeks. Their coUars were erumpled and soiled, their linen 
was dingy; there was such a vast accumulation of underwear 
in their presses, that it was only necessary to wash twice in 
the year, and the linen acquired a bad color with lying by. 
Age and ugliness might hâve wronght together to produce a 
masterpiece in them. Their hard-featured, furrowed, and 
wrinkled faces were in keeping with their creased and thread- 
bare clothing, and both they and their garments were wom, 
shrunken, twisted out of shape. Dwellers in country places 
are apt to grow more or less slovenly and careless in their 
appearance; they cease by degrees to dress for others; the 
eareer of a pair of gloves is indefinitely prolonged, there is 
a gênerai want of freshness and a decided neglect of détail. 
The slovenliness of the Cruehots, theref ore, was not conspicu- 
ous; they were in harmony with the rest of the company, for 
there was one point on which both Cmchotins and Grassin- 
istes were agreed for the most part — they held the fashions 
In horror. 

The Parisian assumed his eyeglass again in order to stndy 
the curions accessories of the room ; his eyes traveled over the 
rafters in the ceiling, over the dingy panels covered with fly- 
Bpots in suflScient abnndance to punctuate the whole of the 
Encyclopédie méthodique and the Moniteur besides. The 
loto-players looked up at this and stared at him ; if a giraflfe 
had been in their midst they conld hardly hâve gazed with 
more eager curiosity. Even M. des Grassins and his son, who 
had beheld a man of fashion before in the course of their 
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lives, shared in the gênerai amazement; perhaps they felt 
the îndeâDable inâuence of the gênerai feeling abont the 
Etranger, perhaps they regarded him not tmapprovinglj. 
"You Bee how they dreea in Paris," their satirical glancea 
eeemed to say to their neighborB, 

One and ail were at libertj to watch Charles at their leisure, 
without anj fear of offending the master of the house, for by 
this time Grandet waa deep in a long letter which he held in 
his hand. lïe had taken the only candie from the table be- 
BÎde him, without any regard for the convenieBce of bÏB 
guests or for their pleaaure. 

It seenied to Eugénie, who had never in her life beheld 
sach a paragon, that her cousin vas some seraphic vision, 
eome créature fallen from the akiea. The perfnme exhaled 
by those Bhdning locka, bo gracef ully curled, was delightfnl to 
her. She would fain hâve passed her fingers over the déli- 
cate, smooth surface of those wonderful gloves, She envied 
Charles his little hands, bis complexion, the youthful refine- 
mënt of his features. In fact, the eight of her cousin gave 
her the same sensations of exquisite pleaeure that nûght he 
arouBcd in a young man by the contemplation of the fanciful 
portraits of ladies in English Keepsakes, portraits drawn by 
Westall and engraved by Finden, with a burin so ekilfnl that 
you fear to breathe upon the vellum surface lest the celestiat 
vision should disappear. And yet — how should the impres- 
sion produced by a young exquisite upon an ignorant girl 
whose life was spent in daming stoctcin^ and mending her 
father's clothes, in the dirty wainscoted window embrasure 
whence, in an hour, she saw scarcely one passer-by in the 
silent street, how should her dim impressions be conveyed hy 
such an image as thisF 

Charles drew from bis pocket a handkerchief embroidered 
jby the great lady who was traveling in Scotland. It was a 
dainty pièce of work wrought by love, in hours that were lost 
to love ; Eugénie gazed at her cousin, and wondered, was he 
really going to use it? Charles' manners, bis way of ad- 
juating his eyeglass, his snpercUiousness, bis afFectations, 
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bis manîf est coniempt for the little box which had but lately 
giTen so much pleasure to the wealthy heiress, and which in 
his eyes seemed to be a very absurd pièce of rubbish; every- 
thing^ in short, which had given offence to the Cruchots and 
tfie Grassinistes pleased Eugénie so much that she lay awake 
for long that night thinking about this phœnix of a cousin. 

Meanwhile the numbers were drawn but languidly, and 
very soon the loto came to an end altogether. Big Kanon 
came into the room and said aloud, ^^adame^ you will hâve 
to give me some sheets to make the gentleman^s heA" 

Mme. Grandet disappeared with Nanon, and Mme. des 
Orassins said in a low voice, ^^t us keep our sous^ and give 
Tip the game.^' 

Each player took back his coin from the chipped saucer 
which held the stakes. Then there was a gênerai stir^ and a 
wheeling movement in the direction of the fire. 

"Is the game over?*' inquired Grandet, still reading his 
letter. 

**Yes, yes/^ answered Mme. des Grassins, seating herself 
next to Charles. 

Eugénie left the room to help her mother and Nanon, 
moved by a thought that came with the vague f eeling that 
stirred her heart for the first time. If she had been ques- 
tioned by a skilful confessor, she would hâve no doubt ad- 
mitted that her thought was neither for Nanon nor for her 
mother, but that she was seized with a restless and urgent 
désire to see that ail was right in her cousin's room, to 
busy herself on her cousines account, to see that nothing was 
f orgotten, to think of everything he might require, and to 
make sure that it was there, to make certain that everything 
was as neat and pretty as might be. She alone, so Eugénie 
thought already, could enter into her cousines ideas and un- 
derstand his tastes. 

As a matter of fact, she came just at the right moment. 
Her mother and Nanon were about to leave the room in th» 
belief that it was ail in readiness; Eugénie convinced them 
in a moment that everything was yet to do. She filled 
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Nanon's head with thèse ideas : the sheets bad not been aiied» 
Nanon must bring the warming-pan, there were ashes, there 
was a fiie downstairs. She herself covered the old table with 
a clean white eloth, and told Nanon to mind and be sure to 
change it every moming. There mnst be a good fixe in the 
room; she overeame her mother's objections; she induced 
Nanon to put a good supply of firewood outside in the passage, 
and to say nothing about it to her f ather. She ran downstairs 
into the parlor, songht in one of the sideboards for an old 
japanned tray which had belonged to the late M. de la Ber- 
tellière^ and f rom the same source she procured a hexagonal 
crystal glass, a little gilt spoon with almost ail the gîlding 
rubbed off^ and an old slender-necked glass bottle with 
Cupids engraved upon it ; thèse she deposited in triumph on 
a corner of the chininey-piece. More ideas had crowded up 
in her mind durîng that one quarter of an hour than in ail 
the years since she had corne into the world. 

"Mamma/^ she began^ *Tie will never be able to bear the 
smell of a tallow candie. Suppose that we buy a wax 
candie ?" 

She fled, lightly as a bird, to jSnd her purse, and drew 
thence the five francs which she had receiyed for the month's 
expenses. 

"Hère, KTanon, be quick/' 

"But what will your f ather say?'* 

This dreadful objection was raised by Mme. Grandet when 
she saw her daughter with an old Sèvres china sugar-basin 
which Grandet had brought back with him f rom the château 
at Froidf ond. 

"And where is the sugar to corne f rom ?" she went on. "Are 
you mad?" 

"Nanon can easily buy the sugar when she goes for the 
candie, mamma.^' 

"But how about your f ather?'' 

"Is it a right thing that his nephew should not hâve a glass 
of eau sucrée to drink if he happens to want it ? Besides, he 
will not notice it.*' 
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'Tour f ather always notices things/' said Mme. Grandet, 
sfiaking her head. 

Nanon hesitated ; she knew her master. 

*T)o go, Nanon; it is my birthday to-day, yon know!'* 

Nanon bnrst ont langhing in spite of herself at the first 
joke her yoiing mistress had ever been known to make, and 
did her bidding. 

While Eugénie and her mother were doing their beat to 
adom the room whieh M. Grandet had allotted to his nephew, 
Mme. des Grassins was bestowing her attention on Charles, 
and making abundant use of her eyes as she did so. 

'TTon are very brave,^' she said, "to leave the pleasures of 
the capital in winter in order to corne to stay in Sanmur. But 
if you are not f rightened away at first sight of ns, you shall 
see that even hère we can amuse ourselves/' And she g$ve 
him a languishing glance, in true provincial style. 

Women in the provinces are wont to aflfect a demure &nd 
staid demeanor, which gives a f urtive and eager éloquence to 
their eyes, a peculiarity which may be noted in ecclesiastics, 
for whom every pleasure is stolen or f orbidden. Charles was 
60 thoroughly out of his élément in this room, it was atl so 
far removed from the great château and the splendid eur- 
Toundings in which he had thought to find his uncle, that, 
on paying doser attention to Mme. des Grassins, she almost 
reminded him of Parisian faces half obliterated already by 
thèse strange new impressions. He responded graciously to 
the advances which had been made to him, and natur^y 
they fell into conversation. 

Mme. des Grassins gradually lowered her voice to tones 
suited to the nature of her confidences. Both she and 
Charles Grandet felt a need of mutual confidence, of cx- 
planations and an understanding; so after a few minutes 
spent in coquettish chatter and jests that covered a serions 
purpose, the wily provincial dame felt free to converse with- 
out fear of being overheard, under cover of a conversation 
on the sale of the vintage, the one all-absorbing topic at that 
moment in Saumur. 

"If you will honor us with a visit/' she said, "you will 
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certainly do us a pleasure; my husband and I shall be veiy 
glad to see you. Our salon is the only one in Saumur where 
you will meet both the wealthy merchant society and the 
noblesse. We ourselves belong in a manner to both; they do 
not mix with eaeh other at ail exeept at our house; they 
corne to us because they find it amusing. My husband^ I am 
proud to say, is very highly thought of in both eircles. So 
we will do our best to beguile the tedium of your stay. If 
you are going to remain with the Orandets, what will be- 
come of you ! Bon Dieu! Your unele is a miser, his mind 
runs on nothing but his vine cuttings; your aunt is a saint 
who cannot put two ideas together; and your cousin is a silly 
little thing, a common sort of a girl, with no breeding and no 
money, who spends her life in mending dish-cloths/' 

*"Tis a very pretty woman," said Charles to himself ; Mme. 
des Orassins' coquettish glances had not been thrown away 
upon him. 

"It seems to me that you mean to monopolize the gentle- 
man," said the big banker, laughing, to his wif e, an unlucky 
observation, foUowed by remarks more or less spiteful from 
the notary and the président; but the Abbé gave them a 
shrewd glance, took a pinch of snuff, and handed his snuff-box 
to the Company, while he gave expression to their thoughts, 
*TVhere could the gentleman hâve found any one better 
qualified to do the honors of Saumur?" he said. 

"Come, Abbé, what do you mean by that?" asked M. des 
Grassins. 

"It is meant, sir, in the most flattering sensé, for you, for 
madame, for the town of Saumur, and for this gentleman,'* 
added the shrewd ecclesiastic, turning toward Charles. With- 
out appearing to pay the slightest heed to their talk, he had 
managed to guess the drif t of it. 

Adolphe des Grassins spoke at last, with what was meant 
to be an offhand manner. "I do not know," he said, address- 
ing Charles, "whether you hâve any recollection of me; I 
once had the pleasure of dancing in the same quadrille at a 
bail given by M. le Baron de N ucingen, and . . /' 
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•*! TememlieT ît perf ectly/' answered Charles, surpriBciî lo 
find himself the object of gênerai attention. 

'?B this gentleman jour son?'' he asked of Mme. des Oras- 
fiins. 

The Âbbé gave her a spitef ul glance. 

'TTes, I am hîs mother," she answered. 

^TTou mnst hâve been very young when you came to Paris?*' 
Charies went on, speaking to Adolphe. 

*TVe cannot help onrselves, sir/' said the Abbé. '^Onp 
babes are searcely weaned bef ore we send them to Babylon.'' 

Mme. des Orassins gave the Abbé a strangely penetrating 
glanée; she seemed to be seeking the meaning of those words. 

^TTon mnst go into the eountry/' the Abbé went on, "if you 
want to find women not much on the other side of thirty, 
with a grown-up son a licentiate of law, who look as fresh 
and youthful as Mme. des Grassins. It only seems like the 
other day when the young men and the ladies stood on chairs 
to see you dance, madame,'' the Abbé added, tuming towards 
his f air antagonist ; "your triumphs are as fresh in my mem- 
ory as if they had happened yesterday." 

"Oh ! the old wretch !" said Mme. des Grassins to herself , 
"is it possible that he has guessed?" 

^t looks as though I should hâve a great success in Sau- 
mur,'' thought Charles. He unbuttoned his overcoat and 
stood with his hand in his waistcoat pocket, gazing into 
space, striking the attitude which Chantrey thought fit to 
give to Byron in his statue of that poet. 

Meanwhile Grandet's inattention, or rather his préoccupa- 
tion, during the reading of his letter, had escaped neither the 
notary nor the magistrate. Both of them tried to guess 
at the contents by watching the almost imperceptible 
changes in the worthy man's face, on which ail the light of 
a candie was concentrated. The vinegrower was hard put to it 
to préserve his wonted composure. His expression must be 
left to the imagination, but hère is the fatal letter : — 

"My Bbotheb^ — ^It is nearly twenty-three years now since 
we saw each other. The last time we met it was to make 
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arrangements for mj marriage, and we parteâ in higï spirits. 
Little did I then think, when you were congratulating your- 
Belf on onr prosperity, that one day yon wonld be the sole hope 
and stay of onr f amily. By the time that this letter reaches 
your hands^ I shall be no more. In my position^ I could not 
survive the disgrâce of bankruptcy; I hâve held np my Iiead 
above the surface till the last moment^ hoping to weather the 
storm; it is ail of no nse, I mnst sink now. Just after the 
failure of my stockbroker came the failure of Boguin {my 
notary) ; my last resources hâve been swept away, and I hâve 
nothing left. It is my heavy misfortime to owe nearly four 
millions; my assets only amoimt to twenty-five per cent of 
my debts. I hold heavy stocks of wine, and owing to the 
abundance and good qnality of your vintages, they hâve 
f allen ruinously in value. In three days time ail Paris wîll 
say, 'M. Grandet was a rogne !^ and I, honest though I ara, 
shall lie wrapped in a winding sheet of inf amy. I hâve de- 
spoiled my own son of his mother's fortune and of the spot- 
less name on which I hâve brought disgrâce. He knows noth- 
ing of ail this — ^the unhappy child whom I hâve idolized. 
Happily for him, he did not know when we bade each other 
good-bye, and my heart overflowed with tendemess for him, 
how soon it should cease to beat. Will he not curse me some 
day? Ohl my brother, my brother, a child's curse is an 
awful thing! If we curse the children, they may appeal 
against us, but their curses cling to us foreverl Grandet, 
you are my older brother, you must shield me from this; 
do not' let Charles say bitter things of me when I am lying 
in my grave. Oh ! my brother, if every word in this letter 
were written in my tears, in my blood, it would not cost me 
such bitter anguish, for then I should be weeping, bleeding, 
dying, and the agony would be ended; but now I am still 
Buffering — ^I see the death before me with dry eyes. You 
therefore are Charles^ father, nowl He has no relations on 
his mother's side for reasons which you know. Why did I not 
defer to social préjudices? Why did I yield to love? Why 
did I marry the natural daughter of a noble? Charles is the 
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last of his f amily ; he îs alone in the world. Oh ! my tmhftppy 
boy! my son! . . . Listen, Grandet, I am asking noth- 
ing for myself, and you could scarcely satisfy my creditors 
if you would; your fortune cannot be snfficient to meet a de- 
mand of three millions; it is for my son^s sake that I write. 
Yen must know, my brother, that as I think of you, my péti- 
tion is made with clasped hands ; that this is my dying prayer 
to you. Grandet, I know that you will be a father to him; 
I know that I shall not ask in vain, and the sight of my pis- 
tols does not cause me a pang. 

*^And then Charles is very fond of me; I was kind to him, 
I never said him nay; he will not curse me! For the rest, 
Jrou will see how sweet-tempered and obedient he is ; he takes 
after his mother; he will never give you any trouble, poor 
boy ! He is accustomed to luxurious ways ; he knows nothing 
of the hardships that you and I experieneed in the early days 
when we were poor. . , . And now he bas not a penny, 
and he is alone in the world, for ail his f riends are sure to 
leave him, and it is I who hâve brought thèse humiliations 
upon him. Ah ! if I had only the power to send him straight 
to heaven now, where his mother is ! This is madness ! To 
go back to my misfortunes and Charles' share in them. I 
hâve sent him to you so that you may break the news of my 
death and explain to him what his future must be. Be a 
father to him ; ah ! more than that, be an indulgent father I 
Do not expect him to give up his idle ways ail at once; it 
would kill him. On my knees I beg him to renounce ail 
claims to his mother's fortune; but I need not ask that of 
him, his sensé of honor will prevent him from adding him- 
self to the list of my creditors ; see that he resigns his claims 
when the right time comes. And you must lay everything be- 
fore him, Grandet-^the struggle and the hardships that he 
will bave to face in the life that I hâve spoiled for him; and 
then if he bas any tendemess still left for me, tell him from 
me that ail is not lost for him — ^be sure you tell him that. 
Work, which was our salvation, can restore the fortune which 
I hâve lost; and if he will listen to his father's voice, which 

4 
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would fain make itself heard jet a little while fioxn tiie 
grave, let him leave this country and go to the Indies ! And, 
brother, Charles is honest and energetic; you will help him 
with bis first trading venture^ I know you will; he woidd die 
Booner than not repay you ; you will do as much as that for 
him, Grandet, or you will lay up regrets for yourself . Ah ! 
if my boy finds no kindness and no help in you, I shall for- 
ever pray God to punish your hard-heartedness. If I could 
bave withheld a f ew payments, I might bave saved a little snm 
for him — he surely bas a right to some of bis mother^s for- 
tune — ^but the payments at the end of the month tazed ail 
my resourees, and I could not manage it. I would fain bave 
died with my mind at rest about bis future ; I wish I could 
bave received your solemn promise, coming straight f rom 
your hand it would bave brought warmth with it for me; but 
time presses. Even while Charles is on bis way, I am com- 
pelled to file my schedule. My affairs are ail in order; I am 
endeavoring so to arrange everything that it will be évident 
that my failure is due neither to carelessness nor to dis- 
bonesty, but simply to disasters which I could not help. 
Is it not for Charles' sake that I take thèse pains? Fare- 
well, my brother. May God bless you in every way for the 
generosity with which you (as I cannot doubt) will accept 
and fulfil this trust. There will be one voice that will never 
cease to pray for you in the world whither we must ail go 
sooner or later, and where I am even now. 

''VIOTOB-ÀNGB-GUILLAUMB GbANDKT/* 

"So you are having a chat ?'' said old Grandet, f olding up 
the letter carefully in the original creases, and putting it 
into bis waistcoat pocket. 

He looked at bis nephew in a shy and embarrassed way^ 
seeking to dissemble bis feelings and bis calculations. 

"Do you feel warmer?" 

"I am very comfortable, my dear uncle.*' 

'TVell, what ever are the women after?" his uncle went on; 
the f act that bis nephew would sleep in the bouse bad by that 
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tîme slîpped f rom his memory. Eugénie and Mme. Grandet 
came into the room as he spoke. 

'Is everything ready npstairs?" the goodman inqnired. 
He had now quite recovered himself ^ and recoUeeted the f acts 
of the case. 

'Tes, father.^' 

'^ery well then, nephew, if you are feeling tired, Nanon 
will show you to your room. Lord! there is nothing very 
Smart about it, but you will overlook that hère among poor 
vinegrowers, who never hâve a penny to bless themselves 
with. The taxes swallow up everything we hâve." 

'TVe don^t want to be intrusive, Grandet," said the banker. 
'TTou and your nephew may hâve some things to talk over; 
we will wish you good evening. Good-bye till to-morrow." 

Every one rose at this, and took leave after their several 
fashions. The old notary went out under the archway to 
look for his lantem, lighted it, and offered to see the des 
Grassins to their house. Mme. des Grassins had not been 
prepared for the event which had brought the evening so 
early to a close, and her maid had not appeared. 

'TV^ill you honor me by taking my arm, madame?" said the 
Abbé Cruchot, addressing Mme. des Grassins. 

"Thank you, M. TAbbé," said the lady dryly; "my son is 
with me." 

*T! am not a compromising aequaintance for a lady/' the 
Abbé continued. 

'^Take M. Cruchot^s arm," said her husband. 

The Abbé, with the fair lady on his arm, walked on quîckly 
for several paces, so as to put a distance between them and 
the rest of the party. 

"That young man is very good-looking, madame," he said, 
with a pressure on her arm to give emphasis to the remark. 
"'Tis good-bye to the baskets, the vintage is over ! You must 
give up Mlle. Grandet; Eugénie is meant for her cousin. 
Unless he happens to be smitten with some fair face in Paris, 
your son Adolphe will bave jet another rival '^ 

"Nonsense, M. FAbbé/* 



62 BUGBNIB GRANDET 

'1t will not be long before the young man will find ont 
that Eugénie is a girl who bas nothing to say for herself ; and 
she bas gone o£F in looks. Did you notice ber? She was as 
yellow as a qnince tbis evening/' 

**Wbicb, possibly^ you bave already pointed ont to ber 
cousin ?" 

"Indeed, I bave not taken tbe trouble ^* 

"I£ you always sit beside Eugénie, madame/' interrupted 
tbe Abbé, "you will not need to tell tbe young man mucb 
about bis cousin; be can make bis own comparisons/' 

"He promised me at once to corne to dine witb us tbe day 
after to-morrow/' 

*'Ab I madame," said tbe Abbé, "if you would only . . /' 

**Would only wbat, M. TAbbé? Do you mean to put evil 
suggestions into my mind? I bave not corne to tbe âge of 
tbirty-nine witb a spotless réputation (Heaven be tbanked) 
to compromise myself now — ^not for the Empire of tbe Great 
Mogul! We are botb of us old enougb to know wbat tbat 
kind of talk means ; and I must say tbat your ideas do not 
square very well witb your sacred calling. For sbame 1 tbis 
is wortby of Fmblas." 

"So you bave read FaublasV^ 

"No, M. r Abbé; Les Liaisons danger etises is wbat I meant 
to say." 

"Obi tbat book is infinitely more moral," said tbe Abbé, 
laugbing. "But you would make me out to be as depraved as 
young men are nowadays. I only meant tbat you ^" 

"Do you dare to tell me tbat you meant no barm? The 
tbing is plain enougb. If tbat young fellow (who certainly 
is good-looking, that I grant you) paid court to me, it would 
not be for the sake of my interest witb that cousin of bis. 
In Paris, I know, there are tender mothers who sacrifice 
themselves thus for their children's happiness and welfare, 
but we are not in Paris, M. FAbbé." 

"No, madame." 

"And," continued she, "neither Adolphe nor I would 
purchase a bundred millions at such a price." 
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^^adame, I said nothing about a hundred millions. Per- 
haps such a temptation might hâve been too much for either 
of us. Still, in my opinion, an honest woman may indulge 
in a little harmless coquetry, in the strictest propriety; it 
is a part of her social duties, and ^^ 

^^ou think so r 

"Do we not owe it to ourselves, madame, to endeavor to 
be as agreeable as possible to others? . . . Permit me 
to blow my nose. Take my word for it, madame," resumed 
the Abbé, "that he certainly regarded you with rather more 
admiration than he saw fit to bestow on me, but I can f orgive 
him for honoring beauty rather than gray hairs " 

"It is perf ectly elear," said the Président m his thick voice, 
"why M. Grandet of Paris is sending his son to Saumur; he 
bas made up his mind to make a match " 

"Then why should the cousin bave dropped f rom the skies 
like this ?" answered the notary. 

"There is nothing in that," remarked M. des Grassins, "oM 
Grandet is so close." 

*T)es Grassins," said his wife, "I bave asked that yoiing 
man to come and dine with us. So you must go to M. and 
Mme. de Larsonnière, dear, and ask them to come, and the du 
Hautoys; and they must bring that pretty girl of theirs, of 
course ; I hope she will dress herself properly for once. Her 
mother is jealous of her, and makes her look such a figure. 
I hope that you gentlemen will do us the honor of coming 
too ?" she added, stopping the procession in order to tum to 
the two Cruchots, who had f allen behind. 

"Hère we are at your door, madame," said the notary. The 
three Cruchots took leave of the three des Grassins, and on 
their way home the talent for puUing each other to pièces, 
which provincials possess in perfection, was fuUy called into 
play; the great event of the evening was exhaustively dis- 
cussed, and ail its bearings upon the respective positions of 
Cruchotins and Grassinistes were duly considered. Clearly 
it behooved both alike to prevent Eugénie f rom f alling in 
love with her cousin, and to hinder Charles f rom thinking 
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of Eugénie. Sly hints^ plausible insinuations^ f aint prais^ 
Yindications undertaken with an air of candid f riendliness — 
what résistance could the Parisian offer when the air hurtled 
with deceptive weapons such as thèse? 

As soon as the four relatives were left alone in the gieat 
room, M. Grandet spoke to his nephew. 

''We must go to bed. It is too late to begin to talk to-night 
of the business that brought you hère; to-morrow will be 
time enough for that. We hâve breakfast hère at eight 
o'clock. Ât noon we take a snatch of something, a little 
fruits a morsel of bread^ and a glass of white wine, and, like 
Parisians, we dine at five o'clock. That is the way of it. If 
you care to take a look at the town, or to go into the countiy 
round about, you are quite f ree to do so. You will excuse me 
ify for business reasons, I cannot always accompany yon. 
Very likely you will be told hereabouts that I am rich: 'tîs 
always M. Grandet hère and M. Grandet there. I let them 
talk. Their babble does not injure my crédit in any way. 
But I hâve not a penny to bless myself with; and, old as I 
am, I work like any young joumeyman who has nothing in 
the world but his plane and a pair of stout arms. Perhaps 
you will find out for yourself some of thèse days what a lot 
of work it takes to earn a crown when you hâve to toil and 
moil for it yourself. Hère, Nanon, bring the candies." 

'1 hope you will find everything you want, nephew,'' said 
Mme. Grandet; *T)ut if anything has been forgotten, you will 
call Nanon." 

*T!t would be diflBcult to want anything, my dear aunt, for 
I believe I hâve brought ail my things with me. Permit me 
to wish you and my young cousin good night." 

Charles took a lighted wax-candle from Nanon; it was a 
commodity of local manufacture, which had grown old in the 
shop, very dingy, very yellow, and so like the ordinary tal- 
low variety that M. Grandet had no suspicion of the article 
of luxury before him; indeed, it never entered into his head 
to imagine that there could be such a thing in the house. 

"I will show you the way," said the goodman. 
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One of the doors in the dining-room gave immédiate ae- 
cess to the archway and to the staircase; but to-night, ont 
of compliment to his guest, Grandet went by way of the 
passage whieh separated the kitchen from the dining-room. 
A folding-door, with a large oval pane of glass let into it, 
closed in the passage at the end nearest the staircase, an ar- 
rangement intended to keep ont the blasts of cold air that 
nished through the archway. With a like end in view, strips 
of list had been nailed to the doors; but in winter the east 
wind found its way in, and whistled none the less shrewdly 
about the house, and the dining-room was seldom even toler- 
ably warm. 

Nanon went ont, drew the bolts on the entrance gâte, 
f astened the door of the dining-room, went across to the stable 
to let loose a great wolf-dog with a cracked voice ; it sounded 
as thongh the animal was snffering from laryngitis. His 
Savage temper was well known, and Nanon was the only 
hnman being who could manage him. There was some wild 
strain in both thèse children of the fields; they nnderstood 
each other. 

Charles glanced round at the dingy yellow walls and 
smoke-begrimed ceiling, and saw how the crazy, worm-eaten 
stairs shook beneath his uncle^s heavy tread; he was fast 
coming to his sensés, this was sober reality indeed! The 
place looked like a hen-roost. He looked round questioningly 
at the faces of his àunt and cousin, but they were so thor- 
oughly acciutomed to the staircase and its peculiarities that 
it never ocnirred to them that it could cause anv astonish- 
ment ; they took his signal of distress for a simple expression 
of friendliness, and smiled back at him in the most amiable 
way. That smile was the last straw; the young man was at 
his wits' end. 

*TVliat the devil made my father send me here?^^ said he 
to himself . 

Arrived on the first landing, he saw before him three 
doors painted a duU red-brown color ; there were no moldings 
round any of them, so that they would hâve been scarcely 
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yisible in the dust surface of the wall if it had not been for 
the very apparent heavy bars of iron with which they were 
embellished^ and which terminated in a sort of rongh oma- 
mental design, as did the ends of the iron scutcheons which 
surrounded the keyholes. Â door at the head of the staîrs^ 
which had once given entrance into the room over the kitchen, 
was evidently blocked np. As a matter of f act, the only en- 
trance was throngh Orandet's own room, and this room over 
the kitchen was the yinegrower's sanctnm. 

Daylight was admitted into it by a single window which 

looked ont npon the yard, and which, for greater security, 

was protected by a grating of massive iron bars. The mas- 

ter of the honse allowed no one, not.even Mme. Grandet, to 

set f oot in this chamber ; he kept the right of entry to him- 

self , and sat there, nndistnrbed and alone, like an alchemist 

in the midst of his crucibles. Hère, no doubt, there was 

Bome cunningly contrived and secret hiding-place ; for hère 

he stored up the title-deeds of his estâtes ; hère, too, he kept 

the delicately adjnsted scales in which he weighed his gold 

louis: and hère every night he made ont receipts, wrote ac- 

knowiedgments of sims receiyed, and laid his thèmes, so 

that other business men, seeing Grandet never busy, and 

always prepared for every emergency, might hâve been ex- 

cused for imagining that he had a f airy or f amiliar spirit at 

his beck and call. Hère, no doubt, when Nanon's snoring 

shook the rafters, when the savage watch-dog bayed and 

prowled about the yard, when Mme. Grandet and Eugénie 

were fast asleep, the old cooper would come to be with his 

gold, and hug himself upon it, and toy with it, and f ondle it, 

and brood over it, and so, with the intoxication of the gold 

upon him, at last to sleep. The walls were thick, the closed 

shutters kept their secret. He alone had the key of this 

Jaboratory, where, if reports spoke truly, he pored over plans 

on which every fruit tree belonging to him was mapped ont, 

80 that he could reckon out his crops, so much to every vine 

stem; and his yield of timber, to a fagot. 

The door of Eugénie's room was opposite this closed-up 
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portai, the room occupied by M. and Mme. Grandet was at 
the end of the landing, and consisted of the entire front of 
the honse. It was divided within by a partition, Mme. Gran- 
det's ehamber was next to Eugénie's, with which it communi- 
cated by a glass door; the other half of the room, separated 
f rom the mysterious cabinet by a thick wall, belonged to the 
master of the honse. Goodman Grandet had cnnninglj 
lodged his nephew on the second story, in an airy garret im- 
mediately above his own room, so that he could hear every 
Bound and inf orm himself of the young man^s goings and 
comings, if the latter should take it into his head to leave 
his quarters. 

Eugénie and her mother, arrived on the first landing, kîssed 
each other, and said good night; they took leave of Charles 
in a f ew formai words, spoken with an apparent indifférence, 
which in her heart the girl was far f rom f eeling, and went 
to their rooms. 

'^This is your room, nephew,^' said Grandet, addressing 
Charles as he opened the door. "If you should wish to go ont, 
you wiU hâve to call Nanon; for if yon don't, it will be ^no 
more at présent f rom your most obedient,' the dog will gobble 
you down bef ore you know where you are. Good night, sleep 
well. Ha ! ha ! the ladies hâve lighted a fire in your room,^' 
he went on. 

Just at that moment big Nanon appeared, armed with a 
warming-pan. 

*TDid any one ever see the like?'^ said M. Grandet. 'T)o 
you take my nephew for a sick woman ? he is not an invalida 
Just be off, Nanon ! you and your hot ashes." 

^^ut the sheets are damp, sir, and the gentleman looks as 
délicate as a woman.'^ 

"AU right, go through with it, since you hâve taken it into 
your head,'* said Grandet, shrugging his shoulders, *T)ut 
mind you don't set the place on fire,^^ and the miser groped 
his way downstairs, muttering vaguely to himself. 

Charles, breathless with astonishment, was lef t among his 
tnmks. He looked round about him, at the sloping roof of 
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the attic, at the wallpaper of a pattem pectiliar to little 
couixtry inns, bunches of flowers symmetrically arranged on 
a buff-colored .backgroimcl; he looked at the rough stone 
chimney-piece full of rîfts and cracks (the mère aight of it 
sent a cMll throngh him, in spite of the fire in the grate)^ 
at the ramshackle cane-seated chairs^ at the open night-table 
large enough to hold a fair-sized Bergeant-at-arms^ at the 
strip of wom rag-carpet beside the canopied bedstead^ at the 
cnitains which shook every moment as if the whole worm- 
eaten structure would fall to pièces; finally, he tnmed his at- 
tention to big Nanon^ and said eamestly — 

^Tjook hère, my good girl, am I really in M. Grandet'a 
honse? M. Grandet, formerly Mayor of Saumnr, and brother 
of M. Grandet of Paris ?" 

'TTes, sir, you are; and you are staying with a very kind, 
ia very amiable and excellent gentleman. Am I to help you 
to impack those trunks of yours ?" 

'Taith, yes, old soldier, I wish you would. Did you serve 
in the horse marines?" 

"Oh! oh! ohl" chuckled ISTanon. '"What may they be? 
What are the horse marines ? Are they old salts ? Do they 
go to sea?" 

^TSere, look out my dressing-gown ; it is in that portman-^ 
teau, and this is the key." 

Ifanon was overcome with astonishment at the sight of a 
green silk dressing-gown, embroidered with gold flowers af ter 
an antique pattem. 

"Are you going to sleep in thatf she inquired. 

^TTes." 

'Tloly Virgin ! What a beautif ul altar cloth it would make 
for the parish church ! Oh, my dear young gentleman, you 
fihould give it to the Church, and you will save your soûl- 
which you are like to lose for that thing. Oh ! how nice you 
look in it. I will go and call mademoiselle to look at you." 

"Come now, Nanon, since that is your name, will you hold 
your tongue, and let me go to bed. I will set my things 
etraight to-morrow, and as you hâve taken such a faney to 
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my gown^ you shall hâve a chance to gave yonr sonl. I am 
too good a Christian to take it away with me when I go; 
you shall hâve it, and you can do whatever you like with it/' 

Nanon stood stock still, staring at Charles; she could not 
bring herself to believe that he really meant what he said. 

^TTou are going to give that grand dressing-gown to me!" 
she said, as she tumed to go. ^^The gentleman is dreaming 
already. Good night/' 

'*6ood night, ISTanon. — ^What ever am I doing hère ?'* said 
Charles to himself, as he dropped oflp to sleep. "My f ather is 
no f ool ; I hâve not been sent hère for nothing. Pooh I ^serions 
business to-morrow/ as some old Greek wiseacre used to say/* 

^^ Sainte Vierge! how nice he isl" said Eugénie to herself 
in the middle of her prayers, and that night they remained 
unfinished. 

Mme. Grandet alone lay down to rest, with no thought in 
her quiet mind. Through the door in the thin partition she 
could hear her husband pacing to and fro in his room. like 
ail sensitive and timid women, she had thoroughly studied the 
character of her lord and master. Just as the sea-mew f ore- 
sees the coming storm, she knew by almost imperceptible 
signs that a tempest was raging in Grandet's mind, and, to 
use her own expression, she "lay like one dead" at such sea- 
sons. Grandet's eyes tumed towards his sanctum; he looked 
at the door, which was lined with sheet iron on the inner side 
(he himself had seen to that), and muttered, ^^What a pre- 
posterous notion this is of my brother's, to leave his child to 
me! A pretty legacy! I haven't twenty crowns to spare, 
and what would twenty crowns be to a popinjay like that, 
who looked at my weather-glass as if it wasn't fit to light the 
fire withr 

And Grandet, meditating on the probable outcome of this 
nwnimful dying request, was perhaps more perturbed in spirit 
than the brother who had made it. 

"Shall I really hâve that golden gown?'' ISTanon said, and 
she fell asleep wrapped around in her altar cloth, dreaming 
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for tne first tîme in her life of shilling embroideries and 
flowered brocade^ just as Eugénie dreamed of love. 

In a girl's innocent and uneventf ul life there cornes a mys- 
tenons hour of joy when the sunlight spreads through the 
Boul^ and it seems to her that the flowers express the thoughts 
that rise within her, thoughts that are quickened by every 
heart beat, only to blend in a vague f eeling of longing, when 
the days are filled with innocent melancholy and delicions 
happiness. Children smile when they see the light for the 
first time, and when a girl dimly divines the présence of 
love in the world she smiles as she smiled in her babyhood. 
If light is the first thing that we leam to love, is not love 
like light in the heart? This moment had come for Eugénie; 
she saw the things of life clearly for the first time. 

Early rising is the rule in the country, so, like most other 
girls, Eugénie was up betimes in the morning; this moming 
she rose earlier than usual, said her prayers, and began to 
dress; her toilette was henceforth to possess an interest un- 
known bef ore. She began by brushing her chestnut hair, and 
wound the heavy plaits about her head, careful that no loose 
ends should escape from the braided coronet which made 
an appropriate setting for a face both f rank and shy, a sim- 
ple coiffure which harmonized with the girlish outlines. 

As she washed her hands again and again in the cold 
spring water that roughened and reddened the skin, she 
looked down at her prétty rounded arms and wondered what 
her cousin did to hâve hands so soft and so white, and nails 
Bo shapely. She put on a pair of new stockings, and her beat 
shoes, and laced herself carefuUy, without passing over a 
single eyelet-hole. For the first time in her life, in f act, she 
wished to look her best, and f elt that it was pleasant to hâve 
a pretty new dress to wear, a becoming dress which was nicely 
made. 

The church clock struck just as she had finished dressing; 
she counted the strokes, and was surprîsed to find that ît waa 
still only seven o^clock. She had been so anxious to havt 
plenty of time for her toilette^ that she had risen too etrl^^ 
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and now there was nothing left to do. Eugénie^ in her 
ignorance^ never thought of studying the position of a tress 
of hair, and of altering it a dozen times to criticise its ef- 
fect; ehe simply folded her arms, sat down by the window, 
and looked ont upon the yard, the long strip of garden, and 
the terraeed gardens up above upon the ramparts. 

It was a somewhat dreary outlook thus shut in by the grim 
rock walls, but not without a charm of its own, the mysterious 
beauty of quiet over-shaded gardens, or of wild and solitary 
places. TJnder the kitchen window there was a well with a 
stone coping round it; a puUey was suspended above the 
water from an iron bracket overgrown by a vine; the vine- 
leaves were red and f aded now that the autumn was nearly at 
an end, and the crooked stem was plainly visible as it 
wound its way to the house wall, and crept along the house 
till it came to an end by the wood stack, where the fagots 
were arranged with as much neatness and précision as the 
volumes on some book-lover's shelves. The flag-stones in the 
yard were dark with âge and mosses, and dank with the stag- 
nant air of the place ; weeds grew hère and there among the 
chinks. The massive outworks of the old fortifications were 
green with moss, with hère and there a long dark brown 
streak where water dripped, and the eight tumble-down steps, 
which gave access to the garden at the f urther end of the 
yard, were almost hidden by a tall growth of plants; the 
gênerai eflEect of the crumbling stones had a vague resem- 
blance to some crusader^s tomb erected by bis widow in the 
days of yore and long since f allen into ruin. 

Âlong the low mouldering stone wall there was a f ence of 
open lattice-work, rotten with âge, and f ast f alling to pièces ; 
overrun by varions creeping plants that clambered over it at 
their own sweet will. A couple of stunted apple trees spread 
eut their gnarled and twisted branches on either side of the 
wicket gâte that led into the garden — ^three straight gravel 
walks with strips of border in between, and a Une of box- 
edging on either side; and, at the f urther end, undemeath 
the ramparts, a sort of arbor of lime trees^ and a row of rasp- 
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beny canes. Â huge walnut tree grew at the end nearest 
to the house^ and almost overshadowed the cooper'B strong 
room with its spreading branches. 

It was one of those soft, bright, autunm momings peenliar 
to the districts along the Loire ; there was not a trace of mist ; 
the light frosty rime of the previous night was rapidly dis- 
appearing as the mild rays of the autumn siin shone on the 
picturesque surroundings, the old walls^ the green tangled 
growth in the yard and garden. 

Âll thèse things had been long f amiliar to Eugénie^s eyes^ 
but to-day it seemed to her that there was a new beauty about 
them. Â throng of conf used thoughts filled her mind as the 
snnbeams overflowed the world without. A vague, inex- 
plicable new happiness stirred within her, and enveloped her 
soûl, as a bright cloud might cling about some object in the 
material world. The quaint garden, the old walls, every dé- 
tail in her little world seemed to be living through this new 
expérience with her; the nature without her was in harmony 
with her inmost thoughts. The sunlight crept along the waU 
till it reached a maiden-hair f em ; the changing hues of a 
pigeon's breast shone f rom the thick f ronds and glossy stems, 
and ail Eugénie's future grew bright with radiant hopes. 
Hencef orward the bit of wall, its pale flowers, its blue hare- 
bells and bleached grasses, was a pleasant sight for her; it 
called up associations which had ail the charm of the memo- 
ries of childhood. 

The rustling sound made by the leaves as they f ell to the 
earth, the echoes that came up f rom the court, seemed like 
answers to the girl's secret questionings as she sat and mused; 
she might bave stayed there by the window ail day and never 
hâve noticed how the hours went by, but other thoughts 
surged up within her soûl. Âgain and again she rose and 
stood bef ore the glass, and looked at herself, as a conscien- 
tioufl writer scratinizes his work. criticises it, and says hard 
things about it to himself . 

"I am not pretty enough for him I" 

This was what Eugénie thought, in her humility, and the 
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thought was fertile in suffering. The poor child did not do 
herself justice ; but humility, or more truly, f ear, is bom with 
love. Eugénie^s beauty was of a robust type often found 
among the lower middle classes, a type which may seem some- 
what wanting in refinement, but in her the beauty of the 
Venus of Milo was ennobled and purified by the beauty of 
Christian sentiment, which invests woman with a dignity un- 
known to ancient sculptors. Her head was very large; the 
masculine but délicate outlines of her f orehead recalled the 
Jupiter of Phidias; ail the radiance of her pure life seemed 
to shine from the clear gray eyes. An attack of smallpox, 
80 mild that it had lef t no scars on the oval face or f eatures, 
had yet somewhat blurred their fresh, fair coloring, and 
coarsened the smooth and délicate surface, still so fine and 
Boft that her mother's gentle kiss lef t a passing trace of f aint 
red on hèr cheek. Perhaps her nose was a little too large, but 
it did not contradict the kindly and afiEectionate expression of 
the mouth, and the red lips covered with finely-etched Unes. 
Her throat was daintily rounded. There was something that 
attracted attention and stirred the imagination in the curv- 
ing lines of her figure, covered to the throat by her high- 
necked dress ; no doubt she possessed little of the grâce that 
is due to the toilette, and her tall frame was strong rather 
than lissome, but this wàs not without its charm for judges 
of beauty. 

For Eugénie was both tall and strongly built. She had 
nothing of the prettiness that ordinary people admire; but 
her beauty was unmistakable, and of a kind in which artists 
alone delight. A painter in quest of an exalted and spiritual 
type, searching women^s faces for the beauty which Eaphael 
dreamed of and conjured into being, the eyes fuU of proud 
humility, the pure outlines, often due to some chance inspira- 
tion of the artist, but which a virtuous and Christian life 
can alone acquire or préserve, — a painter haunted by this 
idéal would hâve seen at once in Eugénie Grandet^s face her 
unconscious and innate nobility of soûl, a world of love be- 
hind the quiet brow, and in the way she had with her eye- 
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lids and in her eyes that divine something which baffles de» 
Bcription. There was a serene tranqnillity about her f eatareg, 
unspoiled and iinwearied by the expression of pleasure; it waa 
as if you watehed^ across some placid lake^ the shadowy ont- 
lines of hills far off against the sky. The beauty of Eugénie's 
f ace^ so quiet and so sof tly eolored^ was like that of some f air, 
half-opened flower about which the light seems to hover; in 
its quality of restfukiess, its subtle révélation of a beautiful 
nature, lay the eharm that attracted beholders. Eugénie was 
still on the daisied brink of lif e, where illusions blossom and 
joys are gathered which are not known in later days. So ôhe 
looked in the glass, and with no thought of love as yet in her 
mind, she said, ^^Ee will not give me a thought; I am too 

uglyl" 

Then she opened her door, went out on to the landing, 
and bent over the staircase to hear the sounds in the house. 

"He is not getting up yet/* . she thought. She heard 
Nanon's moming cough as the good woman went to and fro, 
swept out the dining-room, lit the kitchen fire, chained up the 
dog, and talked to her f rîends the brutes in the stable. 

Eugénie fled down the staircase^ and ran over to Ifanon, 
who was milking the cow. 

"Nanon," she cried, "do let us hâve some cream for my 
cousin's coflfee, there's a dear." 

"But, mademoiselle, you can^t hâve cream ofif this mom- 
ing^s milk," said Nanon, as she burst out laughing. *! can't 
make cream for you. Your cousin is as charming as charm- 
ing can be, that he is! You haven't seen him in that silk 
night rail of his, ail flowers and gold ! I did though ! The 
linen he wears is every bit as fine as M. le Curées surplice." 

"Nanon, make some cake for us." 

"And who is to find the wood to beat the oven, and the 
flour and the butter?" asked Nanon, who in her capacity of 
Grandet's prime minister was a person of immense impor- 
tance in Eugénie's eyes, and even in Eugénie's mother^s. "Is 
he to be robbed to make a feast for your cousin? Ask for the 
butter and the flour and the flrQwood; he is your father, go 
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and ask him^ he may give them to y ou, There ! there he is, 
jnBt coming downstairs to see af ter the provisions " 

But Eugénie had escaped into the garden; the sound of 
her father's footstep on the creaking staircase terriôed her. 
She was conseious of a happiness that shrank f rom the ob- 
servation of others^ a happiness which^ as we are apt to think^ 
and perhaps not without reason, shines f rom our ejes^ and is 
written at large upon our foreheads. And not only so, she 
was conseious of other thoughts. The bleak discomfort of 
her father's house had struck her for the first time, and, with 
a dim feeling of vexation^ the poor child wished that she 
could alter it ail, and bring it more into harmony with her 
cousines élégance. She f elt a passionate longing to do some- 
thing for him, without the slightest idea what that something 
Bhould be. The womanly instinct awakened in her at the 
first sight of her cousin was only the stronger because she 
had reached her three-and-twentieth year, and mind and heart 
were f ully developed ; and she was so natural and simple that 
she acted on the promptings of her angelic nature with- 
out submitting herself, her impressions, or her feelings to 
any introspective process. 

For the first time in her lif e the sight of her f ather struck 
a sort of terror into her heart; she felt that he was the master 
of her fate, and that she was guiltily hiding some of her 
thoughts from him. She began to walk hurriedly up and 
down, wondering how it was that the air was so fresh; there 
was a reviving force in the sunlight, it seemed to be within 
her as well as without, it was as if a new life had begun. 

While she was still thinking how to gain her end concem- 
ing the cake, a quarrel came to pass between ITanon and 
Grandet, a thing as rare as a winter swallow. The goodman 
had just taken his keys, and was about to dole out the pro- 
visions required for the day. 

"Is there any bread left over from yesterday?" he asked 
of Nanon. 

*Tf ot a crumb, sir.'^ 

Grandet took up a large loaf^ round in form and close in 
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consistence^ shaped in one of the flat baskets which they use 
for baking in Ânjou^ and was about to eut it^ when. Nanoa 
broke in upon him with — 

*^There are five of us to-day, sir/' 

'True/' answered Grandet; 'T)ut thèse loaves of yonrs 
weigh six pounds apiece; there will be some left over. Be- 
sides^ thèse young f ellows f rom Paris never touch bread^ as 
you will soon see/' 

"Then do they eat 'hitchenV" asked Nanon. 

This Word kitchen in the Angevin dictionary signifies any- 
thing which is spread upon bread; from butter^ the com- 
monest variety^ to preserved peaches^ the most distinguished 
of ail kitchens; and those who^ as small children^ hâve 
nibbled oflE the Jcitchen and left the bread, will readily imder- 
stand the bearing of Nanon's remark. 

*'No/' replied Grandet with much gravity, **they eat 
neither bread nor kitchen; they are like a girl in love, as you 
may say/' 

Having at length eut down the day's rations to the lowest 
possible point, the miser was about to go to his f ruit-loft, first 
carefuUy locking up the eupboards of his storeroom, when 
Nanon stopped him. 

"Just give me some flour and butter, sir,*' she said, "and 
I will make a cake for the children.** 

"Are you going to tum the house upside down because my 
nephew is hère ?" 

'TTour nephew was no more in my mind than your dog, 
no more than he was in yours. . . . There, nowl you 
hâve only put out six lumps of sugar, and I want eight.^' 

"Come, come, Nanon; I hâve never seen you like this be- 
fore. What has come over you? Are you mistress hère? 
You will hâve six lumps of sugar and no more.'* 

*'0h, very well; and what is your nephew to sweeten his 
coffee with ?'' 

"He can hâve two lumps ; I shall go without it myself .'* 

"Tou go without sugar ! and at your âge I I would sooner 
pay for it out of my own pocket." 

"Mind your own business." 
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In epite of the low priée of Bugar, it was, in Grandet's 
eyes, the most preeious of ail colonial produets. For him it 
was always something to be nsed sparingly; it wag still worth 
six francs a poiind, as in the time of the Empire, and this 
petty economy had become an invetcrate habit with him. But 
every woman, no matter how simple she may be, can devise 
some shift to gain her ends; and Nanon allowed the question 
of the sugar to drop, in order to hâve her way about the cake. 

^^ademoiselle/^ she called through the window, "wouldn^t 
yon like some cake ?** 

^No, no,'^ answered Eugénie. 

^Stay, Nanon,'* said Grandet as he heard his daughtert 
Toice; "thereP 

He opened the flour-bin, measured out some flour, and 
added a f ew ounces of butter to the pièce which he had al- 
ready eut. 

"And firewood; I shall want firewood to beat the oven,'^ 
said the inexorable Nanon. 

"Ah ! well, you can take what you want,'' he answered rue- 
fuUy; 'T)ut you will make a fruit tart at the same time, and 
you must bake the dinner in the oven, that will save lighting 
another fire.'' 

^^QuienT cried Nanon; "there is no need to tell me that!'' 

Grandet gave his trusty prime minister a glanée that was 
almost patemal. 

'Ttfademoiselle," cried the cook, "we are going to bave a 
cake." 

Grandet came back again with the fruit, and began by set- 
ting down a plateful on the kitchen table. 

"Just look hère, sir," said Nanon, "what lovely boots your 
nephew bas! What leather, how niée it smells! What are 
they to be cleaned with ? Am I to put your egg-blacking on 
them?" 

"N"o, N"anon," said Eugénie; *T! expect the egg would spoil 
tbe leather. You had better tell him that you hâve no idea 
how to clean black morocco. . . . Tes, it is morocco^ 
and he himself will buy you something in Saumur to clean 
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his boots with. I bave heard it said that they put sngar into 
their blackmg, and that is what makes it so shiny/' 

^Then is it good to eat?^' asked tbe inaid^ as she picked np 
the boots and smelt them. ^^Quien, quien! they smell of 
madame's eau-de-Cologne ! Oh, how funnyl" 

"Funnyr said her master; "people spend more money on 
their boots than they are worth that stand in them, and yon 
think it funny V^ He had just retnmed f rom a second and 
final expédition to the fruit lof t, carefully locking the door 
after him. 

'TTou will bave soup once or twice a week while youp 
nephew is hère, sir, will you not ?" 

^TTes/' 

"Shall I go round to the butcher's?'' 

^rSTou will do nothing of the kind. You can make some 
chicken-broth; the tenants will keep you going. But I shall 
tell Comoiller to kill some rayens for me. That kind of 
game makes the best broth in the world." 

^^[s it true, sir, that they live on dead things?" 

'TCou are a fool, Nanon! They live, like everybody else, 
on anything that they can pick up. Don't we ail live on 
dead things? What about legacies?" And Goodman Gran- 
det, having no f urther order to give, drew ont his watch, and 
finding that there was yet half an hour to spare bef ore break- 
fast, took up his bat, gave his daughter a kiss, and said^ 
''Would you like to take a walk along the Loire? I hâve 
something to see after in the meadows down there." 

Eugénie put on her straw bat lined with rose-colored sîlk; 
and then f ather and daughter went down the crooked street 
towards the market-place. 

^^Where are you oflf to so early this moming?" said the 
notary Cruchot, as he met the Grandets. 

^^e are going to take a look at something," responded his 
f riend, in no wise deceived by this early move on the notary's 
part. 

Whenever Grandet was about to "take a look at something,*' 
the notary knew by expérience that there was something to 



EUGENIE GRANDET 60 

be gained by going with him. With him, therefore, he went. 

'^Come along^ Cruchot/^ said Grandet, addressing the 

notary. 'TTou are one of my friends; I am going to show 

you what a pièce of foUy it is to plant poplars in good 

soil '' 

"Then the sixty thousand francs that you fingered for those 
poplars of yours in the meadows by the Loire are a mère 
trifle to you ?" said Cruchot, opening his eyes wide in his be- 
wilderment. "And such luck as you had tool . . . 
Pelling your timber just when there was no white wood to 
be had in Nantes, so that every trunk f etched thirty francs I^' 
Eugénie heard and did not hear, utterly unconscious that 
the most ciitical moment of her lif e was rapidly approaching, 
that a patemal and sovereign decree was about to be pro- 
nounced, and that the old notary was to bring this ail 
about. Grandet had reached the magnificent meadow-land by 
the Loire, which had corne into his hands in his Eepublican 
days. Some thirty laborers were busy digging out the roots 
of the poplars that once stood there, filling up the holes that 
were left, and leveling the ground. 

"New, M. Cruchot, see how much space a poplar takes up," 
said he, addressing the notary. "Jean," he called to a work- 
man, "m — m — measure r — round the sides with your rule." 

"Eight f eet four times over," said the workman when he 
had finished. 

"Thirty-two feet of loss," said Grandet to Cruchot. "Now 
along that line there were three hundred poplars, weren't 
there? Well, then, three hundred t — ^t — ^times thirty-two 
f — ^f eet will eat up five hundredweight of hay. Allow twice as 
much again for the space on either side, and you get fifteen 
hundredweight; then there is the intervening space — ^say a 
thousand t — ^t— trusses of hay altogether." 

*Well," said Cruchot, helping his f riend out, "and a thou- 
sand trusses of that hay would f etch something like six hun- 
dred francs." 

"S — s — ^say t — ^twelve hundred, because the s — second crop 
is worth three or four hundred francs. Good, then reckon 
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up what t — ^t — ^twelve himdred francs per anmim d— d — dnr- 
ing f — forty years cornes to, at compound interest of course/* 

^'Sixty thousand francs, or thereabouts/' said the notary. 

^That is what I make it! Sixty thousand f — ^f — frajics. 
Well," the vinegrower went on without stammerîng, '^two 
thousand poplars wiU not bring in fifty thousand francs in 
forty years. So you lose on them. That / found out/* said 
Grandet, who was vastly pleased with himself . "Jean/' he 
continued, tuming to the laborer, "fill up ail the holes ex- 
cept those along the riyerside, where you can plant those 
poplar saplings that I bought. If you set them along by the 
Loire, they will grow there finely at the ezpense of the Gov- 
ernment,'' he added, and as he looked round at Cruchot the 
wen on his nose twitched slightly; the most sardonic smile 
could not hâve said more. 

^?es, it is clear enough, poplars should only be planted in 
poor soiy said Cruchot, quite overcome with amazement at 
Grandet's astuteness. 

^TT — e — s, sir," said the cooper ironically. 

Eugénie was looking out over the glorious landscape and 
along the Loire, without heeding her father^s arithmetic; but 
Cruchot's talk with his client took another tum, and her at- 
tention wafi suddenly aroused. 

"So you hâve a son-in-law come from Paris; they are talk- 
ing about nothing but your nephew in ail Saumur. I shall 
soon hâve settlements to draw up; eh, père Grandet?" 

"Did you come out early to t — t — ^tell me that?" inquired 
Grandet, and again the wen twitched. *^ery well, you are 
an old crony of mine; I will be p — ^plain with you, and 
t — t — ^tell you what you w — ^want to know. I would rather 
fling my d — d — daughter into the Loire, look you, than 
g — ^give her to her cousin. You can give that out. But, no ; 
1 — 1 — let people gossip." 

Everything swam bef ore Eugénie's eyes. Her vague hopes 
of distant happiness had suddenly taken definite shape, had 
sprung up and blossomed, and then her harvest of flowers 
had been as suddenly eut down and lay on the earth. Since 
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yesterday she had woven the bonds of happiness that imite 
two soûls, and henceforward sorrow, it seemed, was to 
Btrengtben them. Is it not written in the noble destiny of 
woman that the grandeur of sorrow should touch her more 
closely than ail the pomp and splendor of fortune? 

How came it that a f ather's f eelings had been extinguished 
(as it seemed) in her father's heart? What crime could be 
laid at Charles' door? Mysterious questions! Mysterious 
and sad forebodings already surrounded her growing love, 
that mystery within her soûl. When they tumed to go home 
again, she trembled in every limb; and as they went up the 
shady street, along which she had lately gone so joyously, 
the shadows looked gloomy, the air she breathed seemed fuU 
of the melancholy of autumn, everything about her was sad. 
Love, that had brought thèse keener perceptions, was quick 
to interpret every boding sign. As they neared home, she 
walked on ahead of her f ather, knocked at the house door, 
and stood waiting beside it. But Grandet, seeing that the 
notary carried a newspaper still in its wrapper, asked, "How 
are consols?'' 

"I know you will not take my advice, Grandet," Cruchot 
replied. "You should buy at once; the chance of making 
twenty per cent on them in two years is still open to you, and 
they pay a very fair rate of interest besides, five thousand 
livres is not a bad retum on eighty thousand francs. You 
can buy now at eighty francs fifty centimes.'^ 

"We shall see,'' remarked Grandet pensively, rubbing ïiis 
chin. 

''Mon Dieu!" exclaimed the notary, who by this time had 
unf olded his newspaper. 

"Well, what is it ?" cried Grandet as Cruchot put the paper 
in his hands and said — 

"Eead that paragraph." 

**M. Grandet, one of the most highly respected merchants 
în Paris, shot himself through the head yesterday af temoon, 
after putting in an appearance on 'Change as usual. He had 
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previonsly sent in his résignation to the Président of the 
Chamber of Depnties^ resigning his position as Judge of the 
Tribunal of Commerce at the same time. His affairs had be- 
come involved through the f ailures of his stockbroker and 
notary^ MM. Boguin and Souchet. M. Grandet^ whose char- 
acter was very greatly esteemed, and whose crédit stood high^ 
would no donbt hâve f onnd temporary assistance on the mar- 
ket which would hâve enabled him to tide over his difficnlties. 
It is to be regretted that a man of snch high character 
shonld hâve giyen way to the first impulse of despair*' — and 
80 f orth, and so f orth. 

**! knew ît/' the old vinegrower said. 

Phlegmatic though Cruchot was, he f elt a horrible shudder 
run through him at the words; perhaps Grandet of Paris had 
stretched imploring hands in vain to the millions of Gran- 
det of Saumur; the blood ran cold in his veins. 

'^Ând his son?'' he asked presently; '%e was in such spiiits 
yesterday evening/' 

''His son knows nothing as yet/' Grandet answered, im- 
perturbable as ever. 

**Good moming, M. Grandet/' said Cruchot. He under- 
stood the position now, and went to reassure the Président de 
Bonfons. 

Grandet found breakfast ready. Mme. Grandet was al- 
leady seated in her chair, mounted on the wooden blocks^ 
and was knitting woolen cuffs for the winter. Eugénie ran 
to her mother and put her arms about her, with the eager 
hunger for affection that cornes of a hidden trouble. 

'TCou can get your breakfast/' said fTanon, bustling down- 
stairs in a hurry; ^Tie is sleeping like a cherub. He looks so 
niée with his eyes shut I I went in and called him, but it was 
ail one, he never heard me." 

*Tjet him sleep," said Grandet; *Tie will wake soon enough 
to hear bad news, in any case." 

*^hat is the matter?" asked Eugénie. She was putting 
into her cup the two smallest lumps of sugar, weighing good- 
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ness knows how many grains; her worthy parent was wont to 
amuse himself by cutting up sugar whenever he had nothing 
better to do. 

Mme. Grandet, who had not dared to put the question her- 
self, looked at her husband. 

^^His f ather bas blown bis brains ont.*^ 

"'My uncle f^ said Eugénie. 

*^0h ! that poor boy !" cried Mme. Grandet. 

*Toor indeed !" said Grandet ; ^Tie bas not a penny.*' 

"Ah I well, he is sleeping as if he were the king of ail the 
world," said Nanon pityingly. 

Eugénie could not eat. Her heart was wrung as a woman's 
heart can be when for the first time her whole soûl is filled 
with sorrow and compassion for the sorrow of one she loves. 
She burst into tears. 

'TCou did not know your uncle, so what is there to cry 
about?" said her f ather with a glance like a hungry tiger^s; 
just such a glance as he would give, no doubt, to bis heaps of 
gold. 

'^But who wouldn't feel sorry for the poor young man, 
sir?" said the serving-maid ; ^'sleeping there like a log, and 
knowing nothing of his fate." 

"I did not speak to you, Nanon ! Hold your tongue." 

In that moment Eugénie learned that a woman who loves 
must dissemble her feelings. She was silent. 

'TJntil I come back, Mme. Grandet, you will say nothing 
about this to him, I hope," the old cooper continued. "They 
are making a ditch in my meadows along the road, and I must 
go and see after it. I shall come back for the second break- 
f ast at noon, and then my nephew and I will bave a talk about 
his aflfairs. As for you. Mademoiselle Eugénie, if you are 
crying over that popinjay, let us bave no more of it, child. 
He will be ofiE posthaste to the Indies directly, and you will 
never set eyes on him any more." 

Her f ather took up his gloves, which were lying on the rim 
of his hat, put them on in his cool, deliberate way, inserting 
the fingers of one hand betwg^en those of the other^ dovetail 
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f ashion^ so as to thrust them down well into the tips of the 
gloves, and then he went out. 

"Oh I mamma, I can scarcely breathe I" cried Eugénie when 
she was alone with her mother; "I hâve ne ver suflEered like 
this r 

Mme. Grandet, seeing her daughter's white face, opened 
the window and let fresh air into the room. 

"I feel better now," said Eugénie af ter a little. 

This nervous excitement in one who was usually so quiet 
and self-possessed produced an efifect on Mme. Grandet. She 
looked at her daughter, and her mother's love and sympa- 
thetie instinct told her everjrthing. But, in truth, the cele- 
brated Hungarian twin-sisters, united to each other by one 
of Naturels errors, could scarcely hâve lived in doser sympa- 
thy than Eugénie and her mother. Were they not always to- 
gether; together in the window where they sat the livelong 
day, together at church ? Did they not breathe the same air 
even when they slept ? 

''My poor little girl!*' said Mme. Grandet, drawing Bu- 
génie^s head down till it rested upon her bosom. 

Her daughter lifted her face, and gave her mother a ques« 
tioning look which seemed to read her inmost thoughts. 

''Why must he be sent to the Indies ?" said the girl. 'Tif 
he is in trouble, ought he not to stay hère with us? Is he 
not our nearest relation?" 

^TTes, dear child, that would only be natural; but your 
father has reasons for what he does, and we must respect 
them/' 

Mother and daughter sat in silence, the one on her chair 
mounted on the wooden blocks, the other in her little arm- 
chair. Both women took up their needlework. Eugénie f elt 
that her mother understood her, and her heart was full of 
gratitude for such tender sympathy. 

"How kind you are, dear mamma l" she said as she took her 
mother's hand and kissed it. 

The wom, patient face, aged with many sorrowB, lighted up 
at the words. 

**Do you like him?*' askejl Eugénie. 
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For ail answer^ Mme. Grandet smiled. TUea after a mo« 
mentes pause she munnured, 'TTou eannot eurely love him al- 
ready? That would be a pity/' 

"Why would it be a pity?'' asked Eugénie. 'TTou like him, 
Nanon likes him, why should I not Uke him too ? Now then, 
mamma, let us set the table for his breakf ast/' 

She threw down her work, and her mother followed her 
example, saying as she did so, **You are a mad girl P* 

But none the less she did sanction her daughter's f reak by 
assisting in it. 
Eugénie called Nanon. 
"Haven't you ail you want yet, mamselle?'' 
"Nanon, surely you will hâve some eream by twelve 
o^elock?" 
"By twelve o^cloek? Oh! yes,*' answered the old servant. 
*^ery well, then, let the coflEee be very strong. I hâve 
heard M. des Grassins say that they drink their cofiEee very 
strong in Paris. Put in plenty.'* 
"And where is it to comé from?** 
'TToù must buy some.'* 
"And suppose the master meets me?'' 
"He is down by the river.'' 

'? will just slip out then. But M. Fessard asked me when 
1 went about the candie if the Three Holy Kings were pay- 
ing us a visit. Our goings on will be ail over the town." 

**Your f ather would be quite capable of beating us," said 
Mme. Grandet, "if he suspected anything of ail this." 

"Oh! well, then, never mind; he will beat us, we will take 
the beating on our knees." 

At this Mme. Grandet raised her eyes to heaven, and said 
no more. Nanon put on her sun-bonnet and went out. Eu- 
génie spread a clean linen tablecloth, then she went up- 
stairs in quest of some bunches of grapes which she had 
amused herself by hanging f rom some strings up in the attic. 
She tripped lightly along the corridor, so as not to disturb 
her cousin, and could not resist the temptation to stop a mo- 
ment bef ore the door to listen to his even breathing. 
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"Trouble «akes while be û sleeping," slie eaid to herselt. 

She arranged her grapes on the few last gieen vine leaves 
as daintilj as any experienced chef ctoffict. and set tbem on 
the table in triumph. Sfae le?ied contributions on the pears 
which her father had connted ont, and pUed them up pjra- 
mid fasMon, with antnmn leaves among them. She came 
and vent, and danced in and ont. She might hâve ransacked 
the honse; the will was in nowise lacMng, but her father kept 
everything nnder lock and key, and tiie keys were in bis 
pocket. !tfanon came back with two new-Iaid ï^gs. Engénie 
conld haTe ûong her arms round the girl's neck. 

"The farmer from La Lande had e^s in bis basket; I 
asked hjm for some, and to pleaae me he let me bave thèse, 
the nice man." 

Âfter two honrs of industrioos application, Eugénie soc- 
ceeded in preparing a tci; simple meal ; it coet but little, it 
ia true, bnt it was a terrible ïnf ringement of the immémorial 
laws and costoms of the bouse. No one sat down to the mid- 
day meal, which consisted of a little bread, some fruit or 
butter, and a glass of wine. Twen^ times în those two hoars 
Eugénie had left her work to watch the coffee boil, or to listea 
for any soand announcing that her cousin was getting ap; 
now looking round on the table drawn up to the fire, with 
one of the armchairs set beside it for her cousin, on the two 
plates of fruit, the egg-cnps, the bottle of white wioe, the 
bread, and the little pyramid of wbite sugar in a saucer; Eu- 
génie trembled from head to foot at the mère thought of 
the glanée her father would give her if he should happen to 
corne in at that moment. Often, therefore, did Bhe look at 
the clock, to see if there was yet time for her cousin to ânish 
bis breakf aat bef ore her parent's retnra, 

"Hever mind, Engénie, if your father comee in, I will take 
ail the blâme," said Mme. Grandet, 

Eugénie could not keep back the tears. "Ohl my kind 
mother," she cried ; "1 bave not loved yon enough 1" 

Charles, after making innumerable pirouettes around bîa 
room, came down at laet, sisging gay little anatches of song. 
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Luckily it was only eleven o'clock after ail. He had taken as 
much pains with Ms appearance (the Parisian!) as if he had 
been staying in the château belonging to the high-born f air 
one who was traveling in Scotland; and now he came in with 
that gracions air of condescension which sits not ill on 
youth, and which gave Eugénie a melancholy pleasure. He 
had corne to regard the coUapse of his castles in Anjou as 
a very good joke, and went up to his aunt quite gaily. 

'TE hope you slept well, dear aunt ? And you too, cousin V* 
Tery well, sir; how did you sleep?'^ 

'Soundly/' 

'^Cousin, you must be hungry/^ said Eugénie; ''sît down/' 
^Oh! I never breakfast before twelve o'clock, just after I 
rise. But I bave fared so badly on my joumey, that I wiU 

yield to persuasion. Besides ^^ he drew out the daintîest 

little watch that ever issued f rom Bréguet^s workshop. "Dear 
me, it is only eleven o'clock ; I bave been up betimes.^* 

'TJp betimes?" asked Mme. Grandet. 

'TTes, but I wanted to set my things straight. Well, I am 
quite ready for something, something not very substantial, a 
fowl or a partridge." 

*TSoly Virgin !" exclaimed Nanon, hearing thèse words. 

'*A partridge," Eugénie said to herself . She would will- 
ingly hâve given ail she had for one. 

'^Come and take your seat," said Mme. Grandet, address- 
ing her nephew. 

The dandy sank into the armchair in a graceful attitude, 
much as a pretty woman might recline on her sofa. Eugénie 
and her mother drew their chairs to the fire and sat near him. 

"Do you always live hère ?" Charles inquired, thinking that 
the room looked even more hideous by daylight than by can- 
die light. 

"Always," Eugénie answered, watching him as she spoke. 
"Always, except during the vintage. Then we go to help 
Kanon, and we ail stay at the Abbey at Noyers." 

"Do you never take a walk?" 

"Sometimes^ on Sundays after vespers, when it is fine, we 
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walk down as far as the bridge," saîd Mme. Grandet, *^or we 
Bometimes go to see them cutting the hay." 

"Hâve you a théâtre here?" 

"Go to the play I" cried Mme. Grandet ; "go to see play- 
aetors ! Why, sir, do you not know that that is a mortal 
sin?" 

"There, sir," said Nanon, bringing in the eggs, "we will 
give you chickens in the shell." 

"Oh ! new-laid eggs," said Charies, who, after the manner 
of those accustomed to luxury, had quite f orgotten ail about 
his partridge. "Delicious ! Do you happen to hâve any butter, 
eh, my good giri?" 

"Butter? If you hâve butter now, you will hâve no cake 
by-and-by," said the handmaid. 

'TTes, of course, Nanon; bring some butter," cried Eu- 
génie. 

The young girl watched her cousin while he eut his bread 
and butter into strips, and felt happy. The most romantic 
shop-girl in Paris could not more thoroughly enjoy the spec- 
tacle of innocence triumphant in a melodrama. It must be 
conceded that Charles, who had been brought up by a grace- 
ful and charming mother, and had received his "finishing 
éducation" from an accomplished woman of the world, was 
as dainty, neat and élégant in his ways as any coxcomb of the 
gentler sex. The girFs quiet sympathy produced an almost 
magnetic efifect. Charles, finding himself thus waited upon 
by his cousin and aunt, could not resist the influence of their 
overflowing kindness. He was radiant with good-humor, and 
the look he gave Eugénie was almost a smile. As he looked 
at her more closely he noticed her pure, regular f eatures, her 
unconscious attitude, the wonderful clearness of her eyes, in 
which love sparkled, though she as yet knew nothing of love 
but its pain and a wistful longing. 

"Eeally, my dear cousin," he said, "if you were in a box 
at the opéra and in evening dress, and I would answer for 
it, my aunt^s remark about deadly sin would be justified; ail 
the men would be envions, and aU the women jealous." 
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Eugénîe's heart beat fast with joy at this compliment, 
though it eonveyed no meaning whatever to her mind. 

•TTou are laughing at a poor little country cousin/^ sha 
saîd. 

*^If you knew me better, consin^ you wonld know that I de- 
test banter; it sears the heart and deadens the feelings/' And 
he swallowed down a strip of bread and butter with perfect 
satisfaction. 

^^2^0," he continued, "I never make fun of others, very 
Ukely becanse I hâve not wit enough, a defect which pnta 
me at a great disadvantage. They hâve a deadly trick in 
Paris of saying, 'He is so good-natured/ which, being inter- 
preted, means — *the poor yonth is as stupid as a rhinocéros/ 
But as I happen to be rich, and it is known that I can hit the 
buU's eye straight off at thirty paces with any kind of pistol 
anywhere, thèse witticisms are not leveled at me/' 

"It is évident from what you say, nephew/' said Mme. 
Grandet gravely, "that you hâve a kind heart/' 

"That is a very pretty ring of yours/' said Eugénie; '^is 
there any harm in asking to see it ?'' 

Charles took off the ring and held it out; Eugénie red- 
dened as her cousines rose-pink nails came in contact with 
her finger-tips. 

"Mother, only see how fine the work is 1" 

"Oh, what a lot of gold there is in it !" said N'anon> who 
brought in the coffee. 

'TVhat is that?" asked Charles, laughing, as he pointed 
to an oval pipkin, made of glazed brown earthenware, oma- 
mented without by a circular f ringe of ashes. It was full of 
a brown boiling liquid, in which coffee grounds were visible 
as they rose to the surface and f ell again. 

"Coffee; boiling hot!" answered Nanon. 

"Oh f my dear aunt, I must at least leave some beneficent 
trace of my stay hère. You are a long way behind the times I 
I will show you how to make décent coffee in a cafetière à la 
Cifiaptal/' Forthwith he endeavored to explain the principles 
on which this utensil is constructed. 
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'^less me ! if there is ail that to-do about it/' said Nanon, 
you would hâve to give your whole time to it. ni never 
make coffee that way, I know. Who is to eut the grass for 
Dur cow while I am looking af ter the coffee pot ?" 

"I would do it," said Eugénie. 

"Chïld!" said Mme. Grandet, with a look at her daughtér; 
and at the word came a swif t recollection of the misery about 
to overwhelm the unconscious young man, and the three 
women were suddenly silent, and gazed pityingly at him. He 
could not understand it. 

'*What is it, cousin ?" he asked Eugénie. 

'^ushl" said Mme. Grandet, seeing that the girl was 
about to reply. 'TTou know that your f ather means to speak 
to the gentleman ^^ 

"Say, ^Charles,' " said young Grandet. 

"Oh, is your name Charles ?" said Eugénie. "It is a nice 
name." 

• 

Evil forebodings are seldom vain. 

Just at that moment Mme. Grandet, Eugénie, and IN'anon, 
who could not think of the coopères retum without shudder- 
ing, heard the f amiliar knock at the door. 

"That is papa I" cried Eugénie. 

She took away the saucer full of sugar, leaving one or two 
lumps on the tablecloth. Nanon hurried away with the egg- 
cups. Mme. Grandet started up like a frightened fawn. 
There was a sudden panic of terror, which amazed Charles, 
who was quite at a loss to account for it. 

'^Why, what is the matter?" he asked. 

"My father is coming in," explained Eugénie. 

"WeU, and what then?" 

M. Grandet entered the room, gave one sharp glance at 
the table, and another at Charles. He saw how it was at 
once. 

"Aha ! you are making a fête for your nephew. Good, very 
good, oh! very good, indeed!" he said, without stammering. 
^^hen the cat is away, the mice may play." 

"Fête?" thought Charles, who had not the remotest con- 
ception of the state of affairs iï). the Grandet household. 
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"Bring me my glass, Nanon/^ said the goodman. 
Eugénie went for the glass. Grandet drew f rom bis waist- 
coat pocket a large clasp-knife with a stages hom handle^ ont 
a slice of bread^ buttered it slowly and sparingly^ and began 
to eat as he stood. Just then Charles put some sugar into 
his coffee; this ealled Grandet's attention to the pièces of 
sugar on the table; he looked hard at his wife^ who tumed 
pale^ and came a step or two towards him ; he bent down and 
said in the poor woman^s ear — 

"Where did ail that sugar corne from?'^ 
"Nanon went out to Fessard^s for some; there was none in 
the house/' 

It is impossible to describe the painful interest that this 
dumb show possessed for the three women; Nanon had left 
her kitchen^ and was looking into the dining-room to see how 
things went there. Charles meanwhile tasted his coffee^ 
f ound it rather strong, and looked round for another pièce of 
sugar^ but Grandet had already pounced upon it and taken 
it away. 

*^What do you want, nephew?" the old man inquired. 
"The sugar." 

"Pour in some more milk if your coffee is too strong/' an- 
swered the master of the bouse. 

Eugénie took up the saucer^ of which Grandet had pre- 
yiously taken possession^ and set it on the table^ looking 
quietly at her f ather the while. Truly, the fair Parisian who 
exerts ail the strength of her weak arms to help her lover to 
escape by a ladder of silken cords^ displays less courage than 
Eugénie showed when she put the sugar upon the table. The 
Parisian will bave her reward. She will proudly exhibit the 
bruises on a round white arm, her lover will bathe them with 
tears and cover them with kisses, and pain will be extih- 
guished in bliss; but Charles had not the remotest concep- 
tion of what his cousin endured for him, or of the horrible 
dismay that fiUed her heart as she met her father's angry eyes; 
he would never even know of her sacrifice. 
^Tfou are eatiag nothing, wife?*' 
6 
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The poor bond-slave went to the table, eut a pièce of bread 
in f ear and trembling, and took a pear. Eugénie, grown reck- 
less, offered the grapes to her f ather, saying as she did so — 

"Just try some of my fruit, papal You will take some, 
will you not, cousin ? I brought those pretty grapes down on 
purpose for you." 

"Obi if they could bave their way, tbey would tum Sau- 
mur upside down for you, nepbewl As soon as you bave 
finisbed we will take a tum in tbe garden togetber; I bave 
some tbings to tell you tbat would take a deal of sugar to 
sweeten tbem." 

Eugénie and ber motber botb gave Cbarles a look, wbich 
tbe young man could not mistake. 

'^bat do you mean by tbat, uncle? Since my motber 
died . . . (bere bis voice softened a little) tbere is no 
misf ortune possible for me. . . /^ 

'^Wbo can know wbat afflictions God may send to make 
trial of us, nepbew," said bis aunt. 

"Tut, tut, tut," muttered Grandet, 'Tiiere you are beginning 
witb your f olly already 1 I am sorry to see tbat you bave sucb 
wbite bands, nepbew." 

He displayed tbe fists, like sbqulders of mutton, witb wbich 
nature bad terminated bis own arms. 

"Tbat îs tbe sort of band to rake tbe crowns togetber! 
You put tbe kind of leather on your feet tbat we used to 
make pocket-books of to keep bills in. Tbat is tbe way you 
bave been brought up. Tbat*s bad! That^s bad!" 

"Wbat do you mean, uncle? ni be hanged if I understand 
one Word of tbîs." 

"Come along," said Grandet. 

Tbe miser shut bis knif e witb a snap, drained bis glass, and 
opened the door. 

"Oh I keep up your courage, cousin 1" 

Sometbing in tbe girFs voice sent a sudden cbill througb 
Charles; be foUowed bis formidable relative witb dreadful 
misgivings. Eugénie and ber motber and Nanon went into 
the kitchen; an uncontroUable anxiety led them to watch the 
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iwo actors in the scène which was about to take place in the 
damp little garden. 

Uncle and nephew walked togetber in silence at flrst. 
Grandet felt the situation to be a somewhat awkward one; 
not that he shrank at ail f rom telling Charles of bis f atber's 
death, but he felt a kind of pity for a young man left in tbis 
way witbout a penny in the world, and he cast about for 
phrases that should break tbis cruel news as gently as might 
be. '^ou bave lost your father!'^ he could say that; there 
was nothing in that; fathers i^sually predecease their children. 
But, '^ou bave not a penny !" AU the woes of the world were 
Bummed up in those words, so for the third time the worthy 
man walked the whole length of the path îd the centre of the 
garden, crunching the gravel beneath bis heavy boots, and no 
Word was said. 

At ail great crises in our lives, any sudden joy or great 
Borrow, there cornes a vivid consciousness of our surroundings 
that stamps them on the memory forever; and Charles, with 
every faculty strained and intent, saw the box-edging to the 
borders, the f alling autumn leaves, the mouldering walls, the 
gnarled and twisted boughs of the fruit-trees, and till bis 
dying day every picturesque détail of the little garden came 
back with the memory of the suprême hour of that early sor- 

TOW. 

**It is very fine, very warm/' said Grandet, drawing in a 
deep breath of air. 

'TTes, uncle, but why '* 

''Well, my boy," bis uncle resumed, "I bave some bad news 
for you. Your f ather is very ill . . ." 

^^Whsit am I doing hère?" cried Charles. ^^ITanon!" he 
shouted, "order post horses! I shall be sure to find a car- 
nage of some sort in the place, I suppose," he added, tum- 
ing to bis uncle, who bad not stirred f rom where he stood. 

"Horses and a carriage are of no use," Grandet answered, 
looking at Charles, who immediately stared straight before 
him in silence. 'TTes, my poor boy, you guess what bas hap- 
pened; he is dead. But that is nothing; there is sometbing 
worse; he bas shot bimself through the head ^" 
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''My fatherr 

^BB, but that is nothing either. The newBpapers are dis- 
cnssing it, as if it were any business of theirs. There^ read 
for youpself /* 

Grandet had borrowed Cmehot's paper, and now he laid 
the fatal paragraph bef ore Charles. The poor yonng f ellow — 
he was only a lad as yet — ^made no attempt to hide his émo- 
tion, and bnrst into tears. 

'*Come, that is better/* said Grandet to himself . "That 
look in his eyes frightened me. He is crying; he will pull 
throngh. — ^Never mind, my poor nephew," Grandet Tesnmed 
alond, not knowing whether Charles heard him or not, "that 
is nothing, yon will get over it, but '^ 

'Tf ever ! never I My f ather I my f ather !'* 

"He bas ruined you; you are penniless.'* 

"What is that to me. Where is my f ather? . . . my 
f ather!** The sound of his sobbing filled the little garden, 
reverberated in ghastly echoes f rom the walls. Tears are as 
infections as laughter; the three women wept with pity for 
him. Charles broke f rom his unele wîthout waiting to hear 
more, and sprang into the yard, found the staircase, and 
fled to his own room, where he flung himself across the bed 
and buried his face in the bedclothes, that he might give way 
to his grief in solitude as far as possible f rom thèse relations. 

**Let him alone till the first shower is over,'* said Grandet, 
going back to the parlor. Eugénie and her mother had 
hastily retumed to their places, had dried their eyes, and were 
sewing with cold, trembling fingers. 

"But that f ellow is good for nothing,** went on Grandet; 
*Tie is so taken up with dead folk that he doesn't even think 
about the money.** 

Eugénie shuddered to hear the most sacred of sorrows 
spoken of in such a way; from that moment she began to 
criticise her father. Charles* sobs, smothered though they 
were, rang through that house of echoes ; the sounds seemed 
to come from under the earth, a heart-rending wail that grew 
f ainter towards the end of the day, and only ceased as night 
drew on. 
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*Toor boy !" said Mme. Grandet. 

It was an iinf ortunate rçmark ! Goodman Grandet looked 
at bis wife^ then at Eugénie^ then at the sugar basin; be 
recoUected tbe sumptuous breakfast prepared tbat moming 
for tbeir nnbappy kinsman^ and planted bimself in tbe 
middle of tbe room. 

^*0b ! by tbe bye," be said, in bis usual cool, deliberate way, 
"I hope you will not carry your extravagance any further, 
Mme. Grandet ; I do not give you M Y money for you to squan- 
der it on sugar for tbat young rogue." 

'Tktotber bad notbing wbatever to do witb it," said Eu- 
génie. "It was I " 

*TBeeause you are corne of âge," Grandet interrupted bis 
daughter, "you tbink you can set yourself to tbwart me, I 

suppose ? Mind what you are about, Eugénie ^" 

*rBiit, fatber, your own brotber^s son ougbt not to bave to 
go witbout sugar in your bouse." 

"Tut, tut, tut, tut !" came f rom tbe cooper in a cadence of 
four semitones. " ^Tis 'my nepbew* bere, and *my brotber*» 
son' tbere ; Cbarles is notbing to us, be bas not a brass f ar- 
thing. His fatber is a bankrupt, and wben tbe young sprig 
bas cried as mucb as be wisbes, be sball clear ont of tbis; I 
will not bave my bouse tumed topsy-turvy for bim." 
^^Wbat is a bankrupt, fatber?" asked Eugénie. 
"A bankrupt," replied ber fatber, "is guilty of tbe most 
disbonorable action tbat can disbonor a man." 

'*It must be a very great sin," said Mme. Grandet, "and 
our brotber will perbaps be etemally lost." 

"Tbere you are witb your preacbments," ber busband re- 
torted, sbrugging bis sboulders. "A bankrupt, Eugénie," ber 
fatber continued, "is a tbief wbom tbe law unfortunately 
takes under its protection. People trusted Guillaume Gran- 
det witb. tbeir goods, confiding in bis cbaracter for fair-deal- 
ing and bonesty; be bas taken ail tbey bave, and left tbem 
notbing tut tbe eyes in tbeir beads to cry over tbeir losses 
^tb. A bankrupt is worse tban a bigbwayman ; a bigbway- 
Baan sets upon you, and you bave a cbance to défend yourself; 
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he lisks his life besideB, wfaile the other — Charles is 
graced in f act/' 

The words filled the poor girPs heart; they weighed npon 
her with ail their weight; she herself was so serupnlously 
eonscientioiis ; no flower in the depths of a f orest had grown 
more delicately free from spot or stain; she knew none of the 
maxims of worldly wisdom, and nothing of its qnibbles and 
its sophistries. So she acœpted her f ather's cruel définition 
and sweeping statements as to bankrupts ; he drew no distinc- 
tion between a f raudulent bankruptcy and a f ailure from nn- 
avoidable causes^ and how should she? 

'^But, f ather, could you not hâve prevented this mis- 
fortune ?'' 

"My brother did not ask my advice; besides^ his liabilities 
amount to four millions.'' 

"How much is a million, father?" asked Eugénie, with the 
sîmplicity of a child who would fain hâve its wish ful- 
filled at once. 

*^A million?" queried Grandet, '^hy, it is a million 
francs, two hundred thousand five-franc pièces; there are 
twenty sous in a franc, and it takes five francs of twenty sous 
each to make a five-franc pièce." 

'^Mon Dieu! Mon DieuT cried Eugénie, *Tiow came m.y 
tincle to hâve four millions of his own ? Is there really any- 
body in France who bas so many millions as that?" 

Grandet stroked his daughter's chin and smiled. The wen 
seemed to grow larger. 

*^What will become of cousin Charles?" 

'^e will set out for the East Indies, and try to make a 
fortune. That is his f ather's wish." 

"But bas he any money to go with?" 

^T. shall pay his passage out as far as . . . yes • • • 
as far as Nantes." 

Eugénie sprang up and flung her arms about her f ather^i 
neck. 

"Oh ! f ather," she said, "you are good !" 

Her warm embrace embarra:ssed Grandet somewhat; per- 
haps^ too^ his consdence was not guite at eaae^ 
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^^oes ît take a long while to make a million?'' she asked. 
'Tjord! yes/' said the cooper; "you know what a Napoléon 
18 ; well, then, it takes fif ty thonsand of them to make a mil- 
lion/' 

^Mamma, we will hâve a neuvaine said for him." 
That was what I was thinking/' her mother replied. 
•Just like you! always thinking how to spend money. 
Seally, one might suppose that we had any amount of money 
to throw away !" 

As he spoke a sound of low^ hoarse sobbing^ more ominons 
than any which had preeeded it, came from the garret. Bu- 
génie and her mother shuddered. 

"Nanon/' ealled Grandet, "go up and see that he is not kill- 
ing himself ." 

'Tiook herel you two," he eontinued, tuming to his wife 
and daughter, whose cheeks grew white at his tones, "there is 
to be no nonsense, mind ! I am leaving the house. I am going 
round to see the Dutchmen who are going to-day. Then I 
shall go to Cruchot's, and hâve a talk with him about ail this." 
He went out. As soon as the door closed upon Grandet, 
Eugénie and her mother breathed more f reely. The girl had 
never f elt constraint in her f ather's présence until that mom- 
ing; but a few hours had wrought rapid changes in her ideas 
and feelings. 
"Mamma, how many louis is a hogshead of wine worth?" 
'Tour father gets something between a hundred and a 
hundred and fifty francs for his; sometimes two hundred I 
believe, from what I hâve heard him say." 

"And would there be fourteèn hundred hogsheads in a 
vintage ?" 

"I don't know how many there are, child, upon my word; 
your father never talks about business to me." 
"But, anyhow, papa must be rich." 
^Tlfaybe. But M. Cruchot told me that your father bought 
Froidfond two years ago. That would be a heavy pull on 
him." 

Eugénie, now at a loss as to her f ather's wealth^ went no 
fnrtber with her arithmetic 
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'^e did not even so mnch as see me, the poor dear V* said 
Nanon on her TeturiL ^^e is lying there on bis bed like a 
eait, crying like a Magdalen^ you never saw the like ! Poor 
yonng man, what can be the matter with him?'^ 

'Œjet us go np at onoe and comfort him^ mamma; if we 
bear a knoek^ we will corne downstairs." 

There was something in the musical tones of her dangh- 
ter's voice which Mme. Grandet could not resist. Eugénie 
was sublime; she was a girl no longer^ she was a woman. 
With beating hearts they dimbed the stairs and went to- 
gether to Charles' room. The door was open. The young 
man saw nothing, and heard nothing; he was absorbed in 
bis grief^ an inarticulate cry broke f rom him now and again. 

"How he loves bis father!'' said Eugénie in a low voice, 
and in her tone there was an unmistakable accent which be- 
trayed the passion in her heart^ and hopes of which herself 
was unaware. Mme. Grandet, with the quick instinct of a 
mother's love, glanced at her daughter and spoke in a low 
voice in her ear. 

'^Take care," she said, '*or you may love him.'* 

*Tiove him !" said Eugénie. *'Ah ! if you only knew what 
my f ather said.'' 

Charles moved slightly as he lay, and saw bis aunt and 
cousin. 

"I bave lost my f ather," he cried; "my poor f ather! If 
he had only trusted me and told me about bis losses, we 
might bave worked together to repair them. Mon Dieu! my 
kind f ather I I was so sure that I should see him again, and 
I said good-bye so carelessly, I am af raid, never think- 
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ing . . ." 

His words were interrupted by sobs. 

''We will surely pray for him," said Mme. Grandet. "Sub- 
mit yourself to the will of God." 

"Take courage, cousin," said Eugénie, gently; "nothing 
can give your f ather back to you; you must now think how to 
save your honor . . ." 

A woman always bas her wits about her, even in her ca- 
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pacity of comf orter, and with instinctive tact Eugénie sought 
to divert her cousines mind f rom his sorrow by leading him 
to think about himself . 

"My honor?^^ cried the yonng man, hastily pushing back 
the hair from his eyes. He sat npright npon the bed, and 
f olded his arms. "Ah ! tnie. My iincle said that my f ather 
had failed/^ 

He hid his face in his hands with a heartrending cry of 
pain. 

^TLieave me ! leave me ! cousin Eugénie," he entreated. "Oh I 
6od f orgive my father, for he must hâve been terribly un- 
happy \" 

There was something in the sight of this young sorrow, 
this utter abandonment of grief, that was horribly engaging. 
It was a sorrow that shrank from the gaze of others, and 
Charles^ gesture of entreaty that they should leave him to 
himself was imderstood by Eugénie and her mother. They 
went silently downstairs again, took their places by the great 
window, and sewed on for nearly an hour without a word to 
each other. 

Eugénie had looked round the room; it was a stolen glance. 
In one of those hasty surveys by which a girl sees everything 
in a moment, she had noticed the pretty trifles on the toilette- 
table — ^the scissors, the razors mounted with gold. The 
gleams of splendor and luxury, seen amidst ail this misery, 
made Charles still more interesting in her eyes, perhaps by 
the very force of the contrast. Their lif e had been so lonely 
and so quiet ; such an event as this, with its painf ul interest, 
had never broken the monotony of their lives ; little had oc- 
curred to stir their imaginations, and now this tragical drama 
'Was being enacted under their eyes. 

"Mamma," said Eugénie, "shall we wear mourning?" 

^TTour f ather will décide that," replied Mme. Grandet, and 
once more they sewed in silence. Eugénie's needle moved 
with a mechanical regularity which betrayed her préoccupa- 
tion of mind. The first wish of this adorable girl was to 
share her cousin's mouming. About four o'olock a sharp 
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knock at the door sent a sudden thrill of terror through 
Mme. Grandet. 

^TVhat can hâve brought your father back?" she said to 
her daughter. 

The vinegrower came in in high good humor. He rubbed 
his hands so energetically that nothing but a skin like leather 
could hâve borne it^ and indeed his hands were tanned like 
BuBsia leather^ though the fragrant pine-rosin and incense 
had been omitted in the process. For a time he walked np 
and down and looked at the weather^ but at last his secret 
escaped him. 

"I hâve hooked them, wife," he said, without stammering; 
^T. hâve them safe. Our wine is sold! The Dutchmen and 
Belgians were setting ont this morning; I hung about in the 
market-place in front of their inn, looking as simple as I 
could. What's-his-name — ^you know the man — came up to 
me. AU the best growers are hanging off and holding their 
vintages; they wanted to wait, and so they can, I hâve not 
hindered them. Our Belgian was at his wits^ end, I saw that. 
So the bargain was struck; he is taking the whole of our 
vintage at two hundred francs the hogshead, half of it paid 
down at once in gold, and I hâve promissory notes for the 
rest. There are six louis for you. In three months' time 
priées will go down.'' 

The last words came out quietly enough, but there was 
Bomething so sardonic in the tone that if the little knots of 
growers, then standing in the twilight in the market-place of 
Saumur, in dismay at the news of Grandet's sale, had heard 
him speak, they would hâve shuddered; there would hâve 
been a panic on the market — ^wines would hâve f allen fifty 
per cent. 

'TTou hâve a thousand hogsheads this year, father, hâve 
you not?'' asked Eugénie. 

'Tes, little girl." 

Thèse words indicated that the cooper's joy had indeed 
reached high-water mark. 

"That will mean two hundred thousand francs ?" 
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'TTes, Mademoiselle Grandet/' 

'^eU, then, father^ you can easily help Charles/' 

The surprise, the wrath and bewilderment with whieh Bel- 
shazzar beheld Mené Mené TeJcel Upharsin written upon his 
palace wall were as nothing compared with Grandet's eold 
fury; he had forgotten ail about Charles, and now he found 
that ail his daughter's inmost thoughts were of his nephew, 
i and that this arithmetic of hers ref erred to him. It was ex- 
asperating. 

"Look here!^' he thundered; "ever since that scapegraee 
set f oot in my house everything has gone askew. You take 
it upon yourselves to buy sugar-plums, and make a great 
set-out for him. I will not hâve thèse doings. I should 
think, at my âge, I ought to know what is right and proper 
to do. At any rate, I hâve no need to take lessons from my 
daughter, nor from any one else. I shall do for my nephew 
whatever it is right and proper for me to do; it is no busi- 
ness of yours, you need not meddle in it. — And now, as 
for you, Eugénie,'' he added, tuming towards her, "if you 
say another word about it, I will send you and Nanon off to 
the Abbey at Noyers, see if I don't. Where is that boy? has 
he corne downstairs yet ?" 

"No, dear," answered Mme. Grandet. 

*^hy, what is he doing then?" 

*TB[e is crying for his f ather," Eugénie said. 

Grandet looked at his daughter, and found nothing to say. 
There was some touch of the f ather even in him. He took 
one or two tums up and down, and then went straight to his 
strong-room to think over possible investments. He had 
thoughts of buying consols. Those two thpusand acres of 
woodland had brought hiin in six hundred thousand francs; 
then there was the money from the sale of the poplars, there 
was last year's income from varions sources, and this year's 
savings, to say nothing of the bargain which he had just con- 
cluded; so that, leaving those two hundred thousand francs 
eut of the question, he possessed a lump sum of nine hundred 
thousand livres. That twenty per cent, to be made in so 
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short a time upon his outlay^ iempted him. Consols stood 
at seventy. He jotted down his calculations on the margîn 
of the paper that had brought the news of his brother's 
death; the moans of his nephew sounded in his ears the while^ 
but he did not hear them; he went on with his work till 
Nanon thnmped vigorously on the thick wall to summon her 
master to dinner. On the last step of the staircase beneath 
the archway, Grandet paused and thought. 

"There is the interest beside the eight per cent. — ^I will 
do it. Fifteen hundred thousand francs in two years' time, 
in gold f rom Paris too, f ull weight. — ^Well, what has become 
of my nephew ?'* 

^^e said he did not want anything/' replied Nanon. '^e 
ought to eat, or he will f ail ill/^ 

*T[t is so mnch saved/^ was her master's comment. 

^Tiord 1 yes/' she replied. 

"Pooh 1 he will not keep on crying f orever. Hunger drives 
the wolf f rom the wood.'' 

Dinner was a strangely silent meal. When the cloth had 
been removed, Mme. Grandet spoke to her husband. 

^'We ought to go into mourning, dear.^* 

'^Eeally, Mme. Grandet, you must be hard up for ways of 
getting rid of money. Mourning is in the heart ; it is not put 
on with clothes.*' 

"But for a brother, mourning is indispensable, and the 
Church bids us ^* 

"Then buy mourning out of your six louis ; a band of crape 
will do for me ; you can get me a band of crape.^' 

Eugénie said nothing, and raised her eyes to heaven. Her 
gênerons instincts, so long repressed and dormant, had been 
suddenly awakened, and every kindly thought had been 
harshly checked as it had arisen. Outwardly this evening 
passed just as thousands of others had passed in their monoto- 
nous lives, but for the two women it was the most painful 
that they had ever spent. Eugénie sewed without raising 
her head; she took no notice of the workbox which Charles 
.had looked at so scomfullj jesterday evening. Mme. Gran- 
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det knitted away at her cuffs. Grandet sat twirling his 
thuinbs^ absorbed in schemes which should one day bring 
about results that would startle Saumur. Four hours went 
by. Nobody dropped in to see them. As a matter of f act, 
the whole town was ringing with the news of Grandet^s sharp 
practice, f ollowing on the news of his brother's f ailure and 
his nephew^s arrivai. So imperatively did Saumur feel the 
need to thrash thèse matters thoroughly out, that ail the vine- 
growers, great or small, were assembled beneath the des Gras- 
sins' roof, and f rightful were the imprécations which were 
launched at the head of their late Mayor. 

ISTanon was spinning; the whir of her wheel was the only 
Sound in the great room beneath the gray-painted rafters. 

^^Our tongues don't go very tast" she said, showing her 
large teeth, white as blanched almonds. 

"There is no call for them to go/' answered Grandet^ 
roused f rom his calculations. 

He beheld a vision of the future — ^he saw eight millions in 
three years' time — ^he had set f orth on a long voyage upon a 
golden sea. 

**Iiet us go to bed. I will go up and wish my nephew a 
good night f rom you ail, and see if he wants anything/' 

Mme. Grandet stayed on the landing outside her room door 
to hear what her worthy husband might say to Charles. Eu- 
génie, bolder than her mother, went a step or two up the sec- 
ond flight. 

**Well, nephew, you are feeling unhappy? Tes, cry, it is 
only natural, a f ather is a father. But we must bear our 
troubles patiently. Whilst you bave been crying, I bave been 
thinking for you ; I am a kind uncle, you see. Corne, don^t 
lose heart. Will you take a little wine? Wine costs nothing 
at Saumur; it is common hère; they oflfer it as they might 
oflEer you a cup of tea in the Indies. — But you are ail in the 
dark,'' Grandet went on. ^That's bad, that^s bad; one ought 
to see what one is doing.'^ 

Grandet went to the chimney-piece. 

**What 1'^ he cried, "a wax candie 1 Where the devil hâve 
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they fished that from? I believe the wenches woiûd pdll up 
the flooT of my house to cook eggs for that hoj" 

Mother and daughter, hearmg thèse words, fled to their 
rooms^ and crept into their beds like f rightened mice. 

^^Mme. Grandet, jou hâve a lot of money Bomewhere, it 
aeems/' said the Yinegrower, walking into his wif e's rooms. 

'? am saying my prayers, dear; wait a little/' faltered the 
pooT mother. 

^rrhe devil take yonr pions notions !'' growled Grandet. 

Misers hâve no belief in a lif e to corne, the présent is ail 
in ail to them. But if this thonght gives an insight into the 
miser's spiings of action^ it possesses a wider application, it 
throws a pitiless light npon onr own era — for money is the 
one all-powerful force, ours is pre-eminently the epoeh when 
money is the lawgiver, socially and politically. Books and 
institutions, théories and practice, ail alike combine to 
weaken the belief in a future lif e, the f oundation on which 
the social édifice bas been slowly reared for eighteen hundred 
years. The grave bas almost lost its terrors for us. That 
Future which awaited us beyond the Requiem bas been trans- 
ported into the présent, and one hope and one ambition pos- 
sesses us ail — to pass per fas et nef as into this earthly para- 
dise of luzury, vanity, and pleasure, to deaden the soûl and 
mortify the body for a brief possession of this promised land, 
just as in other days men were f ound willing to lay down 
their lives and to suffer martyrdom for the hope of etemal 
bliss. This thought can be read at large; it is stamped upon 
our âge, which asks of the voter — ^the man who makes the 
laws — ^not ^T/?hat do you think?'' but ''What can you pay?" 
— ^And what will become of us when this doctrine has been 
handed down from the bourgeoisie to the people ? 

'^me. Grandet, bave you finishedP' asked the cooper. 

*T. am praying for you, dear.^' 

^'Veiy well, good night. To-morrow moming I shall hâve 
gomething to say to you.'' 

Foor woman I she betook herself to sleep like a schoolboy 
who has not leamed his lessons^ and sees before him the 
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angry face of the master when he wakes. Sheer terror led her 
to wrap the sheets about her head to shut out ail sounds, but 
JTist at that moment she felt a kiss on her forehead; it was 
Eugénie who had slipped into the room in the darkness^ and 
stood there baref ooted in her nightdress. 

"Oh ! mother, my kind mother/^ she said, "I shall tell him 
to-morrow moming that it was ail my doing/' 

"No, don^t; if you do, he will send you away to KToyers. 
Let me manage it; he will not eat me, after ail/' 

"Oh! mamma, do you hear?^' 

'What?" 

"He is cr3ring still/' 

"Go baek to bed, dear. The floor îs damp, it will strike 
cold to your teet." 

So ended the solemn day, which had brought for the poor 
wealthy heiress a lifelong burden of sorrow; never again 
would Eugénie Grandet sleep as soundly or as lightly as 
heretofore. It not seldom happens that at some time in 
their lives this or that human being will act literally "unlike 
himself/' and yet in very truth in accordance with his na- 
ture. Is it not rather that we f orm our hasty conclusions of 
him without the aid of such light as psychology affords, with- 
out attempting to trace the mysterious birth and growth of 
the causes which led to thèse unforeseen results? And this 
passion, which had its roots in the depths of Eugénie's nature, 
ehould perhaps be studied as if it were the délicate fibre of 
some liying organism to discover the secret of its growth. 
It was a passion that would influence her whole lif e, so that 
one day it would be sneeringly called a malady. Plenty of 
people would prefer to consider a catastrophe improbable 
rather than undertake the task of tracing the séquence of 
the events that led to it, to discovering how the links of the 
chain were forged one by one in the mind of the actor. In 
this case Eugénie's past life will suflBce to keen observers of 
human nature; her artless impulsiveness, her sudden out- 
burst of tendemess will be no surprise to them. Womanly 
pity, that treacherous f eeling, had fiUed her soûl but the more 
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completely becaiise her life had been bo uneventfiil that it 
had never been so called f orth before. 

So the trouble and excitement of the day disturbed her 
rest; she woke again and again to listen for any sound from 
her cousin's room^ thinking that she still heard the moans 
that ail day long had vibrated through her heart. Some- 
tîmes she seemed to see him lying up there, dying of grief; 
sometimes she dreamed that he was being starved to death. 
Towards moming she distinctly heard a terrible ery. She 
dressed herself at once, and in the dim light of the dawn fled 
noiselessly np the stairs to her cousines room. The door stood 
open^ the wax candie had bumed itself down to the socket. 
Nature had asserted herself; Charles, still dressed, was sleep- 
ing in the armchair, with his head fallen forward on the bed; 
he had been dreaming as f amished people dream. Eugénie 
admired the fair young face. It was flushed and tear-stained; 
the eyelids were swoUen with weeping; he seemed to be still 
crying in his sleep, and Eugénie's own tears fell fast. Some 
dim feeling that his cousin was présent awakened Charles; 
he opened his eyes, and saw her diatress. 

'Tardon me, cousin,*' he said dreamily. Evîdently he had 
lost ail reckoning of time, and did not Imow where he was. 

"There are hearts hère that feel for you, cousin, and we 
thought that you might perhaps want something. You should 
go to bed; you will tire yourself out if you sleep like that.*' 

'Tes/' he said, "that is true/' 

"Good-bye," she said, and fled, half in confusion, half glad 
that she had come. Innocence alone dares to be thus bold, 
and virtue armed with knowledge weighs its actions as care- 
fuUy as vice. 

Eugénie had not trembled in her cousin's présence, but 
when she reached her own room again she could scarcely 
stand. Her ignorant lîfe had suddenly come to an end; she 
remonstrated with herself, and blamed herself again and 
again. "What will he think of me? He will believe that 
I love him." Yet she knew that this was exactly what she 
Vished him to believe. Love spoke plainly within her, know- 
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ing by instinct how love calls f orth love. The moment when 
she stole înto her cousines room became a mémorable event 
in the girFs lonely life. Are there not thoughts and deeds 
which, in love, are for some soûls like a solemn betrothal ? 

An hour later she went to her mother^s room, to help her 
to dress, as she always did. Then the two women went down- 
stairs and took their places by the window, and waited for 
Grandet's coming in the anxiety which freezes or bums. 
Some natures cower, and others grow reckless, when a scène 
or painful agitation is in prospect; the feeling of dread is 
so widely felt that domestic animais will cry out when the 
slightest pain is inflicted on them as a pimishment, while the 
same créature if hurt inadvertently will not utter a sound. 

The cooper came downstairs, spoke in an absent-minded 
way to his wife, kissed Eugénie, and sat down to table. He 
seemed to bave forgotten last night's threats. 

"What bas become of my nephew? The child is not much 
in the way.^' 

"He is asleep, sir,'' said Nanon. 

"So much the better, he won't want a wax candie for that,'* 
said Orandet facetiously. 

His extraordinary mildness and satirical humor puzzled 
Mme. Orandet; she looked eamestly at her husband. The 
goodman — ^here perhaps it may be observed that in Touraine, 
Anjou, Poitou, and Brittany the désignation goodman (bon- 
homme), which bas been so often applied to Grandet, con- 
veys no idea of merit; it is allowed to people of the worst 
temper as well as to good-natured idiots, and is applied with- 
out distinction to any man of a certain âge — the goodman, 
theref ore, took up his bat and gloves with the remark — 

*^I am going to bave a look round in the market-place; I 
want to meet the Cruchots.'' 

"Eugénie, your father certainly bas something on his 
jnind.'' 

As a matter of fact, Grandet always slept but little, and 
was wont to spend half the night in revolving and maturîng 
schemes, a process by which his views, observations, and 
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plans gaîned amazingly in cleamess and précision; indeed, 
this was the secret of that constant success which was the 
admiration of Saumur. Time and patience combined will 
effect most things, and the man who accomplishes much is 
the man with the strong will who can wait. The miser's life 
is a constant exercise of every human f aculty in the service 
of a personality. He believes in self -love and interest, and 
in no other motives of action, but interest is in some sort 
another form of self-love, to wit, a practical form dealing 
with the tangible and the concrète, and both f orms are com- 
prised in one master-passion, for self-love and interest are 
but two manifestations of egoism. Hence perhaps the pro- 
digious interest which a miser excites when cleverly put upon 
the stage. What man is utterly without ambition? And 
what social ambition can be obtained without money ? Every 
one has something in common with this being; he is a per- 
Bonifîcation of humanity, and yet is revolting to ail the feel- 
ings of humanity. 

Grandet really ^Tiad something on his mind," as his wife 
used to say. In Grandet, as in every miser, there was a keen 
relish for the game, a constant craving to play men oflf one 
against another for his own benefit, to mulet them of their 
crowns without breaking the law. And did not every victim 
who fell into his clutches renew his sensé of power, his just 
contempt for the weak of the earth who let themselves fall 
such an easy prey ? Ah ! who has imderstood the meaning of 
the lamb that lies in peace at the f eet of God, that most touch- 
ing symbol of meek vîctims who are doomed to suflfer hère 
belov, and of the future that awaits them hereaf ter, of weak- 
ness and suflfering glorified at last? But hère on earth it is 
quite otherwise; the lamb is the miser's legitimate prey, and 
by him (when it is fat enough) it is contemptuously penned, 
killed, cooked, and eaten. On money and on this feeling of 
contemptuous superiority the miser thrives. 

During the night this excellent man's ideas had taken an 
entirely new tum; hence his imusual mildness. He had been 
weaving a web to entangle them in Paris; he would envelop 
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them in its toils, they should be as clay în his hands; they 
should hope and tremble^ corne and go^ toil and sweat^ and 
ail for his amusement, ail for the old cooper in the dingy 
room at the head of the worm-eaten stairease in the old house 
at Sauniur; it tickled his sensé of humor. 

He had been thinking about his nephew. He wanted to 

sâve his dead brother^s name from dishonor in a way that 

should not cost a penny either to his nephew or to himself . 

He was about to invest his money for three years, his mind 

was quite at leisure from his own affairs; he really needed 

some outlet for his malieious energy, and hère was an op- 

portunity supplied by his brother's failure. The elaws were 

idle, he had nothing to squeeze between them, so he would 

pound the Parisians for Charles^ benefît, and exhibit himself 

in the light of an excellent brother at a very cheap rate. As 

a niatter of f act, the honor of the f amily name counted for 

very httle with him in this matter; he looked at it from the 

purely impersonal point of view of the gambler, who likes 

to see a game weU played although it is no aff air of his. The 

Cruchots were neeessary to him, but he did not mean to go 

in search of them; they should come to him. That very 

evening the eomedy should begin, the main outlines were de- 

cided upon already, to-morrow he would be held up as an ob- 

ject of admiration ail over the town, and his generosity 

should not cost him a f arthing ! 

Eugénie, in her father^s absence, was free to busy herself 
openly for her cousin, to f eel the pleasure of pouring out for 
him in many ways the wealth of pity that filled her heart; 
for in pity alone women are content that we should feel their 
superiority, and the sublimity of dévotion is the one height 
which they can pardon us for leaving to them. 

Three or four times Eugénie went to listen to her cousines 
breathing, that she might know whether he was awake or 
still sleeping; and when she was sure that he was rising, she 
tumed her attention to his breakf ast, and cream, coffee, fruit, 
eggs, plates, and glasses were ail in turn the objects of her 
espeçial care. She softly climbed the rickety stairs to listen 
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again. Was he dressîng? Was he still sobbing? Bhe went 
to the door at last and spoke — 

"Cousin !" 

^TTes, cousin." 

"Would you rather hâve breakf ast downstairs or up hère 
in your room ?" 

^^hichever you please." 

"How do you f eel ?" 

"I am ashamed to say that I am hungry." 

This talk through the elosed door was like an épisode in 
a romance for Eugénie. 

^^ery well then, we will bring your breakf ast up to your 
room, so that my father may not be vexed about it." 

She sprang downstairs, and ran into the kitchen with the 
swif tness of a bird. 

"Nanon, just go and set his room straight." 

The familial staircase which she had gone up and down so 
often, and which echoed with every sound, seemed no longer 
old in Eugénie's eyes ; it was radiant with light, it seemed to 
speak in a language which she understood, it was young again 
as she herself was, young like the love in her heart. And 
the mother, the kind, indulgent mother, was ready to lend 
herself to her daughter's whims, and as soon as Charles' 
room was ready they both went thither to sit with him. Does 
not Christian charity bid us comfort the moumer? Little 
religions sophistries were not wanting by which the women 
justified themselves. 

Charles Grandet received the most tender and affectîonate 
care. Such délicate tact and sweet kindness touched him very 
closely in his désolation; and for thèse two soûls, they found 
a moment's freedom from the restraint under which they 
lived; they were at home in an atmosphère of sorrow; they 
could give him the quick sympathy of fellowship in mis- 
fortune. Eugénie could avail herself of the privilège of re- 
lationship to set his linen in order, and to arrange the trifles 
that lay on the dressing-table; she could admire the wonder- 
ful knick-knacks at her leisure; ail the paraphernalia of 
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liLiuiy, the delicately-wrought gold and silver passed througK 
her hands^ her fingers dwelt lingeringly on them iinder the 
pretext of looking closely at the workmanship. 

Charles was deeply touched by the gênerons interest whieh 
bis aunt and cousin took in him. He knew Parisian life 
qnite snflBciently to know that under thèse eireumstances his 
old acquaintanees and f riends would hâve grown eold and dis- 
tant at once. But his trouble had brought ont ail the pe- 
culiar beauty of Eugéme's charaeter, and he began to admire 
the simplieity of manner whieh had provoked his amuse- 
ment but yesterdpy. So when Eugénie waited on her cousin 
with such frank goodwill, taking from Nanon the earthen- 
wars bowl f uU O"? coffee and cream to set it bef ore him herself , 
the Parisian^s eyes fiUed with tears; and when he met her 
klnd glance h'i took her hand in his and kissed it. 

*TVell, wbiit ifl the matter now?'^ she asked. 

'^Oh ! they are tears of gratitude/' he answered. 

Eugénie tumed hastily away, took the candies from the 
chimney-piece and held them out to Nanon. 

*^Here/' she said, *^take thèse away/' 

When she could look at her cousin again, the flush was 
stiU on her face, but her eyes at least did not betray her, and 
gare no sign of the excess of joy that flooded her heart; yet 
the same thought was dawning in both their soûls, and could 
be read in the eyes of either, and they knew that the future 
was theirs. This thrill of happiness was ail the sweeter to 
Charles in his great sorrow, because it was so little expected, 

There was a knock at the door, and both the women hur- 
ried down to their places by the window. It was lucky for 
them that their flight downstairs was sufBciently precipitate, 
and that they were at their work when Grandet came in, for 
if he had met them beneath the archway, ail his suspicions 
would be aroused at once. Af ter the mid-day meal, whieh he 
took standing, the keeper, who had not yet received his prom- 
ised reward, appeared from Froidfond, bringing with him 
a hare, some partridges shot in the park, a few eels, and a 
couple of pike sent by him froni the miller's. 
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"Aha! 80 hère îs old Comoiller; you corne just when you 
are wanted, like sait fish in Lent. Is ail that fit to eat ?'* 

^TTes, sir; ail killed the day before yesterday/^ 

"Corne, ISTanon, look alive ! Just take this, it will do for 
dinner to-day; the two Cnichots are coming/' 

Nanon opened her eyes with amazement, and stared first 
at one and then at another. 

"Ohl indeed," she said; "and where are the herbs and the 
bacon to corne from?" 

^TVife/^ said Grandet, *1et Nanon hâve six francs, and 
remind me to go down into the cellar to look ont a bottle of 
good wine/^ 

*Well, then, M. Grandet,'* the gamekeeper began (he 
wished to see the question of his salaiy properly settled, and 
was duly primed with a speech), "M. Grandet " 

"Tut, tut, tut,'* said Grandet, "I know what you are going 
to say; you are a good fellow, we will see about that to-mor- 
row, I am very busy to-day. Give him five francs, wife,'* he 
added, looking at Mme. Grandet, and with that he beat a re- 
treat. The poor woman was only too happy to purchase peace 
at the price of eleven francs. She knew by expérience that 
Grandet usually kept quiet for a f ortnight after he had made 
her disburse coin by coin the money which he had given 
her. 

"There, Comoiller,** she said, as she slipped ten francs into 
his hand; "we will repay you for your services one of thèse 
days.'* 

Comoiller had no answer ready, so he went. 

"Madame,** said Nanon, who had by this time put on her 
black bonnet and had a basket on her arm, "three francs will 
be quite enough; keep the rest. I shall manage just as well 
with three.** 

^Tiet us hâve a good dinner, Nanon; my cousin is coming 
downstairs," said Eugénie. 

"There is something very extraordinary going on, I am 
sure,'* said Mme. Grandet. "This makes the third time since 
we were married that your father has asked any one here to 
dinner.** 
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It was nearly f our o'clock in the aftemoon; Eugénie and 
her mother had laid the cloth and set the table for six per- 
sons, and the master of the house had brought up two or three 
bottles of the exquisite wines, which are jealously hoarded in 
the eellars of the vinegrowing district. 

Charles came into the dining-room looking white and sad; 
there was a pathetic charm about his gestures, his face, his 
looks, the tones of his voiee; his sorrow had given him the 
interesting look that women like so well, and Eugénie only 
loved him the more beeause his f eatures were wom with pain. 
Perhaps, too, this trouble had brought them nearer in other 
ways. Charles was no longer the rich and handsome young 
man who lived in a sphère far beyond her ken; he was a 
kinsman in deep and terrible distress, and sorrow is a great 
leveler. Woman has this in common with the angels — ^all suf- 
fering créatures are under her protection. 

Charles and Eugénie understood each other without a 
Word being spoken on either side. The poor dandy of yes- 
terday, fallen from his high estate, to-day was an orphan, 
who sat in a corner of the room, quiet, composed, and proud; 
but from time to time he met his cousin's eyes, her kind and 
aflfectionate glance rested on him, and compelled him to shake 
oflf his dark and sombre f orebodings, and to look f orward with 
her to a future f uU of hope, in which she loved to think that 
she might share. 

The news of Grandet^s dinner-party caused even greater 
excitement in Saumur than the sale of his vintage, although 
this latter proceeding had been a crime of the blackest dye, 
an act of high treason against the vinegrowing interest. If 
Grandet^s banquet to the Cruchots has been prompted by the 
same idea which on a mémorable occasion cost Alcibiades* 
dog its tail, history might perhaps hâve heard of the miser; 
but he felt himself to be above public opinion in this town 
which he exploited; he held Saumur too cheap. 

It was not long before the des Grassins heard of Guillaume 
Grandet^s violent end and impending bankruptcy. They de- 
termined to pay a visit to their client that evening, to con- 
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dole with hîm în hîs afiBictîon, and to show a friendly în-^ 
terest; while they endeavored to discover the motives which 
could hâve led Grandet to invite the Crachota to dinner at 
Buch a time. 

Precisely at five o^clock Président C. de Bonfons and his 
nncle the notary arrived, dressed up to the nines this time. 
The guests seated themselves at tahle, and hegan by attack- 
ing their dinner with remarkably good appetites. Grandet 
was solemn, Charles was silent, Eugénie was dumb, and Mme. 
Grandet said no more than usual; if it had been a funeral 
repast, it could not well hâve been less lively. When they rose 
from the table, Charles addressed his aunt and uncle — 

*TVill you permit me to withdraw ? I hâve some long and 
difl5cult letters to write.'* 

"By ail means, nephew.*' 

When Charles had left the room, and his amiable relative 
could fairly assume that he was out of earshot and deep in 
his correspondence, Grandet gave his wife a sinister glance. 

"Mme. Grandet, what we are going to say will be Greek 
to you; it is half-past seven o^clock, you ought to be oflf 
to bed by this time. Good night, my daughter.*' He kissed 
Eugénie, and mother and daughter left the room. 

Then the drama began. Now, if ever in his life, Grandet 
displayed ail the shrewdness which he had acquired in the 
course of his long expérience of men and business, and ail 
the cunning which had gained him the nickname of "old 
fox*' among those who had f elt his teeth a little too sharply. 
Had the ambition of the late Mayor of Saumur soared a 
little higher ; if he had had the luck to rise to a higher social 
sphère, and destiny had sent him to mingle in some congress 
in which the f ate of nations is at stake, the genius which he 
was now devoting to his own narrow ends would doubtless 
hâve done France glorious service. And yet, after ail, the 
probability is that once away from Saumur the worthy cooper 
would hâve eut but a poor figure, and that minds, like certain 
plants and animais, are stérile when removed to a distant 
climate and an alien soiL 



EUGENIE GRANDET 105 

*'M-m-monsieur le P-p-président, you were s-s-saying that 
b-b-bankruptcy '^ 

Hère the trick of stammering which it had pleased the 
vinegrower to assume so long ago that every one believed it 
to be natural to him (like the deafness of which he was wont 
to complain in rainy weather), grew so nnbearably tedious 
for the Cruehot pair, that as they strove to catch the syllables, 
they made unconscious grimaces, moving their lips as if 
they would fain finish the words in which the cooper en- 
tangled both himself and them at his pleasure. 

And hère, perhaps, is the fitting place to record the his- 
tory of Grandet^s deafness and the impediment in his speech. 
No one in Anjou had better hearing or could speak Angevin 
Prench more clearly and distinctly than the wily vinegrower 
— ^when he chose. Once upon a time, in spite of ail his 
shrewdness, a Jew had got the better of him. In the course 
of their discussion the Israélite had applied his hand to 
his ear, in the manner of an ear-trumpet, the better to catch 
what was said, and had gibbered to such purpose in his search 
for a Word, that Grandet, a victim to his own humanity, f elt 
constrained to suggest to that craf ty Hebrew the words and 
ideas of which the Israélite appeared to be in search, to 
finish himself the reasonings of the said Hebrew, to say 
for that accursed alien ail that he ought to hâve said for him- 
self, till Grandet ended by fairly changing places with the 
Jew. 

Prom this curions contest of wits the vinegrower did not 
émerge triumphant; indeed, for the first and last time in his 
business career he made a bad bargain. But loser though he 
was from a money point of view, he had received a great 
practical lesson, and later on he reaped the fruits of it. 
Wheref ore in the end he blessed the Jew who had shown him 
how to wear out the patience of an opponent, and to keep 
him so closely employed in expressing his adversary^s ideas 
that he completely lost sight of his own. The présent busi- 
ness required more deafness, more stammering, more of the 
mazy circumlocutions in which Grandet was wont to in- 
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volve himflelf, than any préviens transaction in his life; for, 
in the first place, he wished to throw the responsibility o£ hia 
ideas on some one else ; some one else was to suggest his own 
schemes to him, while he was to keep himself to hirnseli, and 
leave every one in the dark as to his real intentions. 

'^Mon-sieur de B-B-Bonfons." (This was the second tîme 
in three years that he had called the yonnger Cnichot "M. de 
Bonfons/' and the président might well consider that this 
was almost tantamount to being acknowledged as the crafty 
coopères son-in-law.) 

*^You were s-s-s-saying that in certain cases, p-p-p-pro- 
ceedings in b-b-bankruptcy might be s-s-s-stopped b-b-by '* 

'^At the instance of a Tribunal of Commerce. That is 
donc every day of the year," said M. C. de Bonfons, guess- 
ing, as he thought, at old Grandet's idea, and running away 
with it. ^^Listen !" he said, and in the most amiable way he 
prepared to explain himself. 

**I am 1-listening," replied the older man meekly, and 
his face assnmed a demure expression; he looked like some 
small boy who is laughing in his sleeve at his schoolmaster 
whîle appearing to pay the most respectf ul attention to every 
Word. 

'^When anybody who is in a large way of business and is 
much looked up to, like your late brother in Paris, for in- 
stance '^ 

^^My b-b-brother, yes." 

*^hen any one in that position is likely to find himself 
insolvent " 

"Ins-s-solvent, do they call it ?" 

^Tes. When his failure is imminent, the Tribunal of 
Conmierce, to which he is amenable (do you follow me?) has 
power by a judgment to appoint liquidators to wind up the 
business. Liquidation is not bankruptcy, do you under- 
stand? It is a disgraceful thing to be a bankrupt, but a 
liquidation reflects no discrédit on a man." 

"It is quite a d-d-d-different thing, if only it d-d-does not 
cost any more," said Grandet. 
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^TTes. But a Kquidation can be privately arrangea without 
having recourse to the Tribunal of Commerce/' said the prési- 
dent as he took a pinch of snuS. ^^How is a man declared 
bankrupt ?" 

'Tes, how?*' inquîred Grandet. "I hâve n-n-never thaught 
about it/^ 

^'In the first place, he may himself file a pétition and leave 
his schedule with the clerk of the court, the debtor himself 
draws it up or authorizes some one else to do so, and it is duly 
registered. Or, in the second place, his creditors may make 
him a bankrupt. But supposing the debtor does not file a pé- 
tition, and none of his creditors make application to the court 
for a judgment declaring him bankrupt; now let us see what 
happens thenl^* 

'TTes, let us s-s-see.*' 

"In that case, the f amily of the deceased, or his représenta- 
tives, or his residuary legatee, or the man himself (if he is 
not dead), or his friends for him (if he has absconded), 
liquidate his aflfairs. Now, possibly, you may intend to do 
this in your brother's case ?" inquired the président. 

"Oh ! Grandet/' exclaimed the notary, "that would be act- 
ing very handsomely. We in the provinces hâve our notions 
of honor. If you saved your name f rom dishonor, for it is 
your name, you would be- " 

"Sublime !" cried the président, interrupting his uncle. 

"Of course, my b-b-brother's n-n-name was Grandet, 
th-that is certain sure, I d-d-don't deny it, and anyhow this 
1-1-1-1-liquidation would be a very g-good thing for my 
n-n-nephew in every way, and I am very f-f-fond of him. 
But we shall see. I know n-n-nothing of those sharpers in 
P-Paris, and their t-tricks. And hère am I at S-Saumur, you 
see! There are my vine-cuttings, m-my d-d-draining ; in 
sh-sh-short, there are my own af-f -aflfairs, to s-s-see after. I 
hâve n-n-never accepted a bill. What is a bill? I hâve 
t-t-taken many a one, b-b-but I hâve jl-n-never put my n-n- 
name to a pièce of p-paper. You t-t-take 'em, and you can 
d-d-d-discount 'em, and that is ail I know. I hâve heard 
s-s-say that you can b-b-b-buy th«m " 



108 EUGENIE GRANDET 

'Tes/^ assented the président. "You can buy bills on the 
market, less so mueh per cent. Do you nnderatand?" 

Grandet held his hand to bis ear^ and the président re- 
peated his remark. 

^^ut it s-B-seems there are t-t-two s-sides to ail thisP' re- 
plied the vinegrower. *^At my âge, I know n-n-n-nothing 
about this s-s-s-sort of thing. I must st-top hère to 1-look 
after the g-g-grapes, the vines d-d-don't stand still, and the 
g-g-grapes bave to p-pay for everything. The vintage 
m-rnust be 1-1-looked after before anything else. Then I 
bave a g-great d-d-deal on my hands at Froidfond that I 
can't p-p-possibly 1-1-1-leave to any one else. I don^t nnder- 
st-t-tand a word of ail this; it is a p-p-pretty kettle of fish, 
confound it; I can't 1-1-leave home to s-see after it. You 
s-s-s-say that to bring abont a 1-1-liquidation I ought to be in 
Paris. Now you can^t be in t-t-two p-places at once unless 
you are a b-b-bird." 

^'I see what you mean/' cried the notary. *^ell, my old 
f riend, you bave friends, f riends of long standing ready to 
do a great deal for you.'^ 

"Come, now I" said the vinegrower to himself , "so you are 
making up your minds, are you ?" 

*^And if some one were to go to Paris, and find up your 
brother Guillaume^s largest créditer, and say to him ^^ 

"Hère, just 1-1-listen to me a moment," the cooper struck 

in. "Say to him ^what ? S-s-something like this : Ttf. 

Grandet of Saumur th-this, M. Grandet of Saumur th-th-that. 
He 1-1-loves his brother, he bas a r-r-regard for his n-nephew; 
Grandet thinks a 1-1-lot of his f-family, he means to d-do well 
by them. He bas just s-s-sold his vintage uneommonly well. 
Don't drive the thing into b-b-b-bankruptcy, call a meeting of 
the creditors, and ap-p-point l-l-liquidators. Then s-see what 
Grandet will do. You will do a great d-deal b-b-better for 
yourselves by coming to an arrangement than by 1-1-letting 
the 1-1-1-lawyers poke their noses into it.^ That is how it is, 
ehr 

"Quite so !" said the président. 
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*^ecause, look you hère. Monsieur de Bon-Bon-Bonfons, 
you must 1-1-look before you 1-1-1-leap. And you can^t d-do 
more than you can. A big af-f-f air like this wants 1-1-1-look- 
ing into, or you may ru-ru-ruin yourself . That is so, isn^^ 
itPehr 

"Certainly/* said the président. "I myself am of the 
opinion that in a f ew months^ time you could buy up the debts 
for a fixed sum and pay by instalments. Aha ! you can trail 
a dog a long way with a bit of bacon. When a man has not 
been declared bankrupt, as soon as the bills are in your hands, 
you will be as white as snow.^^ 

"As s-s-s-snow?" said Grandet, holding his hand to his 
ear. "S-s-s-snow? I don^t underst-t-tand.'^ 

**Why, then, just listen to me 1" cried the président. 

"I am 1-1-listening ^^ 

**A bill of exchange is a commodity subject to fluctuations 
in value. This is a déduction from Jeremy Bentham's theory 
of interest. He was a publicist who showed conclusively 
that the préjudices entertained against money-lenders were 
irrational.'* 

*^less me I^* put in Grandet. 

**And seeing that, according to Bentham, money itself is a 
commodity, and that that which money represents is no less a 
commodity,^^ the président went on; "and since it is obvions 
that the commodity called a bill of exchange is subject to 
the same laws of supply and demand that control production 
of ail kinds, a bill of exchange bearing this or that signature, 
like this or that article of commerce, is scarce or plentiful in 
the market, commands a high prendum or is worth nothing 

at ail. Wherefore the décision of this Court There! 

how stupid I am, I beg your pardon; I mean I am of the 
opinion that you could easily buy up your brother's debts for 
twenty-five per cent, of their value.^^ 

^TTou m-m-m-mentioned Je-je-je- jeremy Ben ^* 

"Bentham, an Englishman.*^ 

"That is a Jeremiah who wiU save us many lamentations 
in business matters,'^ said the notary, laughing. 
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"The EngKsh s-s-sometimes hâve s-s-s-sensible notions," 
said Grandet. "Then, according to B-Bentham, how if my 
b-b-brother*s b-bills are worth n-n-n-nothing? If I am right, 
it looks to me as if . . . the creditors would . . . 
n-no, they wouldn't ... I underst-t-tand.^^ 

"Let me explain ail this to you," said the président. *T[n 
law, if you hold ail the outstanding bills of the firm of Gran- 
det^ yonr brother, his heirs and assigns, would owe no one a 
penny. So far, so good." 

"Good," eehoed Grandet. 

"And in equity; suppose that yourbrother^s bills were nego- 
tiated upon the market (negotiated, do you understand the 
meaning of that term?) at a loss of so much per cent; and 
suppose one of your friends happened to be paâsing, and 
bought up the bills ; there would hâve been no physieal force 
brought to bear upon the creditors, they gave them up of their 
own free-will, and the estate of the late Grandet of Paris 
would be clear in the eye of the law." 

"True,^* stuttered the cooper, *T)-b-business is business. So 
that is s-s-s-settled. But, for ail that, you underst-tand that 
it is a d-d-diBBcult matter. I hâve not the m-m-money, nor 
hâve I the t-t-t-time, nor '* 

^TTes, yes ; you cannot be at the trouble. Well, now, I will 
go to Paris for you if you like (you must stand the expenses 
of the journey, that is a mère trifle). I will see the creditors, 
and talk to them, and put them off ; it can ail be arranged; 
you will be prepared to add something to the amount realized 
by the liquidation so as to get the bills into your hands." 

*^e shall s-see about that; I cannot and will not under- 
t-t-take anything unless I know . . . You can't d-d-do 
more than you can, you know.^* 

"Quite so, quite so.'* 

"And I am quite bewildered with ail thèse head-splitting 
ideas that you hâve ep-prung upon me. Th-this is the f-f-f- 
first t-time in my 1-1-lif e that I hâve had to th-th-think about 
such th '^ 

*Tes, yes, you are not a consulting hamster.^ 



» 
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'1 am a p-p-poor vinegrower, and I know n-n-nothing 
about what you hâve just t-t-t-told me; I m-m-must th-think 
it aU out/' 

*^ell ! then/* began the président, as if he meant to reopen 
the discussion. 

*Tf ephew !" interrupted the notary reproachf ully. 

*TV^ell, irnele?" answered the président. 

*Tjet M. Grandet explain what he means to do. It is a very 
important question, and you are to receive his instructions. 
Our dear friend might now very pertinently state " 

A knock at the door announced the arrivai of the des Gras- 
sins ; their coming and exchange of greetings prevented Cru- 
chot senior from finishing his sentence. Nor was he ill- 
pleased with this diversion; Grandet was looking askance at 
him already, and there was that about the wen on the coopères 
face which indicated that a storm was brewing within. And 
on sober reflection it seemed to the cautions notary that a 
président of a court of first instance was not exactly the per- 
son to dispatch to Paris, there to open negotiations with cred- 
itors, and to lend himself to a more than dubious transaction 
which, however you looked at it, hardly squared with notions 
of strict honesty; and not only so, but he had particularly no- 
ticed that Goodman Grandet had shown not the slightest 
inclination to disburse anything whatever, and he trembled 
instinctively at the thought of his nephew becoming involved 
in such a business. He took advantage of the entrance of the 
des Grassins, took hismephew by the arm, and drew him into 
the embrasure of the window. 

^TTou hâve gone quite as far as there is any need," he said, 
"that is quite enough of such zeal; you are overreaching your- 
self in your eagemess to marry the girl. The devil ! You 
should not rush into a thing open-mouthed, like a crow at a 
walnut. Leave the steering of the ship to me for a bit, and 
just shift your sails according to the wind. N"ow, is it a part 
you ought to play, compromising your dignity as magistrate 
in such a " 

He broke off suddenly, for he heard M. des Grassins saying 
to the old cooper, as he held out his hand — 
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"Grandet, we hâve heard of the dreadful misfortimes 
which hâve bef allen your f amily — ^the ruin of the finn of 
Guillaume Grandet and your brother^B death; we hâve corne 
to express our sympathy with you in this sad calamity/* 

"There is only one misf ortune/^ the notary interrupted at 
this point — "the death of the younger M. Grandet; and if 
he had thought to ask his brother for assistance, he would not 
hâve taken his own lif e. Our old f riend hère, who is a man of 
hoiior to his finger tips, is prepared to discharge the debts 
contracted by the fîrm of Grandet in Paris. In order to spare 
our f riend the worry of what is, af ter ail, a pièce of lawyer's 
business, my nephew the président offers to start immediately 
for Paris, so as to arrange with the creditors, and duly satisfy 
their claims/' 

The three des Grassins were thoroughly taken aback by 
thèse words ; Grandet appeared to acquiesce in what had been 
said, for he was pensively stroking his chin. On their way 
to the house the family had commented very freely upon 
Grandet^s niggardliness, and indeed had almost gone so far 
as to accuse him of fratricide. 

"Ah! just what I expected!** cried the banker, looking 
at his wif e. ^^What was I sajring to you only just now as we 
came along, Mme. des Grassins? Grandet, I said, is a man 
who will never swerve a hair's-breadth f rom the strict course 
of honor; he will not endure the thought of the slightest spot 
on his name! Money without honor is a disease. Oh! we 
hâve a keen sensé of honor in the provinces ! This is noble — 
really noble of you, Grandet. I am an old soldier, and I do 
not mince matters, I say what I think straight out; and mille 
tonnerres! this is sublime!" 

"Then the s-s-sub-sublime costs a great d-d-deal," stuttered 
the cooper, as the banker shook him warmly by the hand. 

"But this, my good Grandet (no offence to you, M. le 
Président), is simply a matter of business," des Grassins 
went on, "and requires an experienced man of business to 
deal with it. There will hâve to be accounts kept of sales and 
outgoing expenses; you ought to hâve tables of interest at 
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your finger ends. I must go to Paris on business of my own, 
and I could undertake " 

"Then we must s-s-see about it, and t-t-t-try tO arrange 
between us to p-p-provide for anything that m-may t-t-tum 
up, but I d-d-don't want to be d-d-drawn into anything that 
I would rather not d-d-d-do," continued Grandet, "because, 
you see, M. le Président naturally wants me to pay his ex- 
penses/' The good man did not stammer over thèse last 
words. 

"Eh?*' said Mme. des Grassins. ^TVliy, it is a pleasure 
to stay in Paris 1 For my part, I should be glad to go there 
at my own expense." 

She made a sign to her husband, urging him to seize this 
opportunity of discomfiting their enemies and cheat them of 
their mission. Then she flung a withering glance at the now 
crestfallen and misérable Cruchots. Grandet seized the 
banker by the buttonhole and drew him aside. 

"I should f eel far more confidence in you than în the prési- 
dent," he remarked; "and besides that,*' he added (and the 
wen twitched a little), "there are other fish to fry. I want to 
make an investment. I hâve several thousand francs to put 
into consols, and I don't mean to pay more than eighty for 
them. Now, f rom ail I can hear, that machine always runs 
down at the end of the month. You know ail about thèse 
things, I expect?" 

"Par dieu! I should think I did. Well, then, I ehall hâve 
to buy several thousand livres worth of consols for you ?" 

"Just by way of a beginning. But mum, I want to play 
at this game without letting any one know about it. You 
will buy them for me at the end of the month, and say noth- 
ing to the Cruchots; it would only annoy them. Since you 
are going to Paris, we might as well see at the same time 
what trumps are for my poor nephew*s sake." 

"That is an understood thing. I shall travel post to Paris 
to-morrow," said des Grassins aloud, "and I will come round 
to take your final instructions at — ^when shall we say?" 
8 -. "^ 
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*^At five o'clock, bef ore dinner/^ said the vinegrower, rub- 
bing his hands. 

The two factions for a little while remaîned f acing each 
other. Des Grassîns broke the silence again^ clapping Gran- 
det on the shoulder, and saying — 

*^t is a fine thing to hâve a good uncle like ^^ 

'TTes, yes/^ returned Grandet, falling into the Bcammer 
again, "without m-making any p-p-parade about it; I am a 
good uncle; I 1-1-loved my brother; I will give p-p-p-proof 
of it, if-if -if it d-doesn't cost ^^ 

Luckily the banker intermpted him at this point. 

'^e must go, Grandet. If I am to set ont sooner than I 
intended, I shall hâve to see af ter some business at once be- 
fore I go/' 

'^ight, quite right. I myself, in connection with you 
know what, must p-p-put on my cons-s-sidering cap, as P- 
President Cruchot s-s-says/* 

'Tlague take it 1 I am no longer M. de Bonf ons,** thought 
the magistrate moodily, and his face fell; he looked like a 
judge who is bored by the cause bef ore him. 

The heads of the rival clans went ont together. Both had 
completely forgotten Grandet's treacherous crime of that 
moming; his disloyal behavior had faded from their minds. 
They sounded each other, but to no purpose, as to the good- 
man's real intentions (if intentions he had) in this new tum 
that matters had taken. 

"Are you coming with us to Mme. Dorsonval^B?*' des Gras- 
sins asked the notary. 

We are going there later on,'' replied the président. 
With my uncle's permission, we will go first to see Mlle, de 
Gribeaucourt ; I promised just to look in on her to say good- 
night." 

"We shall meet again, then," smiled Mme. des Grassins. 

But when the des Grassins were at some distance from the 
two Cruchots, Adolphe said to his father, "They are in a 
pretty stew, eh?" 

"Hush !" returned his mother, "they can very likely hear 
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whe,t we are sayiiig^ and besides^ that remark of yours was not 
in good taste; it sounds like one of your law school phrases/^ 

^*Well, unclel** crîed the magistrate, when he saw the des 
Grassins were ont of earshot, "I began by being Président de 
Bonf ons, and ended as plain Cruchot/' 

"I saw myself that you were rather put ont about it ; and 
the des Grassins took the wind ont of our sails. How stupid 
you are, for ail your sharpnessl Let them set sail, on the 
strength of a ^e shall see'* f rom Grandet ; be easy, my boy, 
Eugénie shall marry you for ail that." 

A few moments later, and the news of Grandet's magna- 
nimity was set circulating in three houses at once ; the whole 
town talked of nothing but Grandet's dévotion to his brother. 
The sale of his vintage in utter disregard of the agreement 
made among the yinegrowers was forgotten; every one fell 
to praising his scrupulous integrity, and to lauding his gen- 
erosity, a quality whieh no one had suspected him of possess- 
ing. There is that in the French character which is readily 
exeited to fury or to passionate enthusiasm by any meteor 
that appears above their horizon, that is captivated by the 
bravery of a blatant f act. Can it be that coUectively men 
hâve no memories ? 

As soon as Grandet had bolted the house door he called to 
Nanon. 

"Don't go to bed," he said, *^and don^t unchain the dog; 
there is something to be done, and we must do it together. 
Comoiller will be round with the carnage f rom Froidf ond at 
eleven o'clock. You must sit up for him, and let him in 
quietly; don't let him rap at the door, and tell him not to 
make a noise. You get into trouble with the police if you 
raise a racket at night. And besides, there is no need to let 
ail the quarter know that I am going out.'^ 

Having thus delivered himself, Grandet went up to his 
laboratory, and N"anon heard him stirring about, rummaging, 
going and coming, ail with great caution. Clearly he had no 
wisih to waken his wife or daughter, and above ail things he 
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desîred in nowise to excite any suspicion in the mind of his 
nephew; he had seen that a light was buming in the yonng 
man^s room, and had cursed his relative f orthwith. 

In the middle of the night Eugénie heard a sound like the 
groan of a d3ring man ; her cousin was always in her thoughts, 
and for her the dying man was Charles. How white and 
despairing he had looked when he wished her good-night; 
perhaps he had killed himself . She hastily wrapped herself in 
her capuchine, a sort of long cloak with a hood to it, and de- 
tennined to go to see for herself. Some rays of bright light 
streaming through the cracks of her door frightened her not 
a little at first^ perhaps the house was on fire; but she was 
soon reassured. She could hear Nanon's heavy f ootsteps out- 
side, and the sounds of the old servantes voice mingled with 
the neighing of several horses. 

**Can my father be taking Charles away?^* she asked her- 
self^ as she set her door ajar cautiously^ for fear the hinges 
should creak^ so that she could watch ail that was going on in 
the corridor. 

Ail at once her eyes met those of her father, and, absent 
and indiffèrent as they looked, a cold shudder ran through 
her. The cooper and Nanon were coming along carrying 
something which hung by a chain f rom a stout cudgel, one 
end of which rested on the right shoulder of either; the some- 
thing was a little barrel such as Grandet sometimes amused 
himself by making in the bakehouse, when he had nothing 
better to do. 

"Holy Virgin 1 how heavy it is, sîrl** said Nanon in a 
whisper. 

**What a pity it is only f ull of pence V^ replied the cooper. 
^Tjook out ! or you will Imock down the candlestick.^' 

The scène was lighted by a single candie set between two 
balusters. 

"Comoiller,*^ said Grandet to his gamekeeper in partibus, 
**have you your pistols with you ?" 

"N"o, sir. Lord, love you ! What can there be to fear for 
a keg of coppers ?** 
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"Oh ! nothing, nothing," said Goodman Grandet. 

^^Besides, we shall get over the ground quickly/^ the keeper 
went on; "your tenants hâve pieked ont their beat horses for 
you/' 

**Well, well. You did not let them know where I waa 
going ?' 

*T[ did not know that myself /* 

"Eight. Is the carnage strongly built?^* 

*^That's ail right, mister. Why, what is the weight of a 
few paltry barrels like those of yours? It would carry two 
or three thousand of the like of them/^ 

"Well/^ said Nanon, ^T! know there's pretty well eighteen 
himdred weight there, that there is !" 

"Will you hold your tongue, Nanon! You tell my wife 
that I hâve gone into the country, and that I shall be back 
to dinner. — Hurry up, Comoiller; we must be in Angers 
before nine o'cloek." 

The carriage started. Nanon bolted the gateway, let the 
dog loose, and lay down and slept in spite of her bruised 
shoulder; and no one in the quarter had any suspicion of 
Grandet's journey or of its objeet. The worthy man was a 
miracle of circumspection. Nobody ever saw a penny lying 
about in that house fuU of gold. He had leamed that mom- 
ing f rom the gossip on the quay that some vessels were being 
fitted out at Nantes, and that in conséquence gold was so 
scarce there that it was worth double its ordinary value, and 
speculators were buying it in Angers. The old cooper, by 
the simple device of borrowing his tenants' horses, was pre- 
pared to sell his gold at Angers, receiving in retum an order 
upon the Treasury from the Keceiver-General for the sum 
destined for the purchase of his consols, and an addition in 
the shape of the premium paid on his gold. 

*^My father is going out," said Eugénie to herself. She 
had heard ail that had passed from the head of the staircase. 

Silence reigned once more in the house. The rattle of the 
wheels in the streets of sleeping Saumur grew more and more 
distant, and at last died away. Then it was that a sound 
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seemed to reach Eugénie^s heart bef ore it fell on her ears, a 
wailing sound that rang through the thin walls above-it 
came from her eonsin's room. There was a thin Une of light, 
Bcarcely wider than a knife edge, beneath his door; the rays 
slanted through the darkness and left a bright gleaming bar 
along the balusters of the crazy staircase. 

*^He is unhappy," she said, as she went up a little further. 

A second moan brought her to the landing above. The 
door stood ajar; she thrust it open. Charles was sleeping 
in the rickety old armchair, his head drooped over to one 
side, his hand hung down and nearly touched the fioor, the 
pen that he had let f ail lay beneath his fingers. Lying in this 
position, his breath came in quick, sharp jerks that startled 
Eugénie. She entered hastily. 

"He must be very tired/' she said to herself, as she saw 
a dozen sealed letters lying on the table. She read the ad- 
dresses — MM, Farry, Breilman and Co., carriage builders; 
M. Buisson, tailor; and so f orth. 

"Of course, he has been settling his affairs, so that he may 
leave France as soon as possible/' she thought. 

Her eyes fell upon two unsealed letters. One of them 
began — "My dear Annette . . " she felt dazed, and 
eould see nothing more for a moment. Her heart beat f ast, 
her f eet seemed glued to the floor. 

*'His dear Annette! He loves, he is beloved! . . . 
Then there is no more hope I . . . What does he say to 
her?'' Thèse thoughts flashed through her heart and brain. 
She read the words everywhere: on the walls, on the very 
floor, in letters of fire. 

*Ttf ust I give him up already ? No, I will not read the let- 
ter. I ought not to stay . . . And yet, even if I did 
read it ?" 

She looked at Charles, gently took his head in her hands, 
and propped it against the back of the chair. He submitted 
like a child, who even while he is sleeping knows that it is 
his mother who is bending over him, and, without waking, 
feels his mother's kisses. Like a mother, Eugénie raised 
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the drooping hand^ and^ like a mother^ laid a soft kiss on 
his hair. "Dear Annetter A mocking voice shrieked the 
words in her ear. 

"I know that perhaps I may be doing wrong, but I will 
read that letter," she said. 

Eugénie tumed her eyes away; her high sensé of honor re- 
proaehed her. For the first time in her lif e there was a strug- 
gle between good and evil in her soûl. Hitherto she had 
never done anything for which she needed to blush. Love 
and euriosity sileneed her seruples. Her heart swelled higher 
with every phrase as she read; her quickened puises seemed 
to send a sharp, tingling glow through her veins, and to 
heighten the vivid émotions of her first love. 

'TtfY DEAB Annbtte, — Nothing should hâve power to sepa- 
rate us save this overwhelming ealamity that has befallen 
me, a ealamity that no human f oresight eould hâve predicted. 
My father has died by his own hand; his fortune and mine 
are both irretrievably lost. I am Jeft an orphan at an âge 
when, with the kind of éducation I hâve reeeived, I am almost 
a child; and, nevertheless, I must now endeavor to show my- 
self a man, and to rise from the dark depths into which 
I hâve been hurled. I hâve been spending part of my time 
to-night in revolving plans for my future. If I am to leave 
France as an honest man, as of course I mean to do, I hâve 
not a hundred francs that I can call my own with which to 
tempt f ate in the Indies or in America. Yes, my poor Anna, 
I am going in quest of fortune to the most deadly foreign 
climes. Beneath such skies, they say, fortunes are rapidly 
and surely made. As for living on in Paris, I could not 
bring myself to do it. I could not face the coldness, the con- 
tempt, and the affronts that a ruined man, the son of a bank- 
rupt, is sure to receive. Great heaven ! to owe two millions ! 
. . . I should fall in a duel before a week had passed. 
So I shall not retum to Paris. Your love — ^the tenderest, the 
most devoted love that ever ennobled the heart of man — 
would not seek to draw me back. Alas I my darling, I hâve 
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not money enough to take me to you, that I mîght give and 
receive one last kiss^ a kiss that should put strength into me 
for the task that lies bef ore me . . /' 

"Poor Charles, I did well to read this. I hâve money, and 
he shall hâve it," said Eugénie. She went on with the letter 
when she could see for her tears. 

'1 hâve not even begun to think of the hardships of pov- 
erty. Supposing that I find I hâve the hundred louis to pay 
for my passage ont, I hâve not a sou to lay out on a trading 
venture. Yet, no; I shall not hâve a hundred louis, nor yet 
a hundred sous ; I hâve no idea whether anything will be lef t 
when I hâve settled ail my debts in Paris. If there is noth- 
ing, I shall simply go to Nantes and work my passage out. 
I will begin at the bottom of the ladder, like many anothei 
man of energy who bas gone out to the Indies as a penniless 
youth, to retum thence a rich man. This moming I began 
to look my future steadily in the face. It is far barder for 
me than for others ; I bave been the petted ehild of a mother 
who idolized me^ indulged by the best and kindest of f athers ; 
and at my very entrance into the world I met with the love 
of an Anna ! As yet I bave only known the primrose paths 
of life; such happiness could not last. Yet, dear Annette, 
I bave more fortitude than could be looked for from a 
thoughtless youth ; above ail, from a young man thus lapped 
round in happiness from the cradle, spoiled and flattered by 
the most deUghtful woman in Paris, the darling of Fortune, 
whose wishes were as law to a f ather who . . . Oh ! my 
father! He is dead, Annette! . . . Well, I bave 
thought seriously over my position, and I bave likewise 
.thought over yours. I bave grown much older in the last 
twenty-four hours. Dear Anna, even if, to keep me beside 
you, you were to give up ail the luxuries that you enjoy, your 
box at the opéra, and your toilette, we should not bave nearly 
Bufficient for the necessary expenses of the extravagant life 
that I am accustomed to; and besides, I could not think of 
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allowing you to make Buch sacrifices for me. To-day^ there- 
fore, we part forever/' 

"Then this îs to take leave of herl Sainte Vierge/ what 
happiness I'^ 

Eugénie started and trembled for joy. Charles stirred in 
his chair, and Eugénie felt a chill of dread. Luckily, how- 
ever, he did not wake. She went on reading. 

'^hen shall I corne back? I cannot tell. Europeans grow 
old before their time in those tropical countries, especially 
Europeans who work hard. Let us look f orward and try to 
see ourselves in ten years' time. In ten years f rom now your 
little girl will be eighteen years old; she will be your constant 
companion ; that is, she will be a spy upon you. If the world 
will judge you very harshly, your daughter will probably 
judge more harshly still; such ingratitude on a young girFs 
part is common enough, and we know how the world regards 
thèse things. Let us take warning and be wise. Only keep 
the memory of those four years of happiness in the depths 
of your soûl, as I shall keep them buried in mine; and be 
f aithful, if you can, to your poor friend. I shall not be too 
exacting, dear Ânnette; for, as you can see, I must submit 
to my altered lot ; I am compelled to look at lif e in a business- 
like way, and to base my calculations on duU, prosaic fact. 
So I ought to think of marriage as a necessary step in my 
new existence; and I will confess to you that hère, in my 
uncle's house in Saumur, there is a cousin whose manners, 
face, character, and heart you would approve; and who, 
moreover, has, it appears '^ 

"How tired he must hâve been to break ofiE like this when 
he was writing to herT said Eugénie to herself, as the let ter 
ended abruptly in the middle of a sentence. She was ready 
with excuses for him. 

How was it possible that an inexperienced girl should dis- 
cover the coldness and selôshness of this letter? For young 
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girls, religiously brought up as she had been, are innocent 
and unsuspecting, and can see nothing but love when they 
hâve set foot in love's enchanted kingdom. It is as if a light 
from heaven shone in their own soûls, shedding its beams 
upon their path; their lover shines transfigured before them 
in refleeted glory, radiant with f air colors from love's magie 
fires, and endowed with noble thoughts which perhaps in 
truth are none of his. Women's errors spring, for the most 
part, from a belief in goodness, and a confidence in truth. 
In Eugénie's heart the words, "My dear Annette — my be- 
loved," echoed like the fairest language of love; they stirred 
her soûl like organ music — ^like the divine notes of the Venite 
adoremtis falling upon her ears in childhood. 

Surely the tears, not dry even yet upon her cousines eyelids, 
betokened the innate nobility of nature that never fails to 
attract a young girl. How could she know that Charles' love 
and grief for his f ather, albeit genuine, was due rather to the 
fact that his f ather had loved him than to a deeply-rooted 
affection on his own part for his f ather ? M. and Mme. Guil- 
laume Grandet had indulged their son's every whim; every 
pleasure that wealth could bestow had been his; and thus it 
f oUowed that he had never been tempted to make the hideous 
calculations that are only too common among the younger 
members of a family in Paris, when they see around them 
ail the delights of Farisian life, and reflect with disgust that, 
so long as their parents are alive, ail thèse enjoyments are not 
for them. The strange resuit of the f ather's lavish kindness 
had been a strong afiEection on the part of his son, an affection 
unalloyed by any after thought. But, for ail that, Charles 
was a thorough child of Paris, with the Parisian's habit of 
mind; Annette herself had impressed upon him the impor- 
tance of thinking out ail the conséquences of every step ; he 
was not youthful, despite the mask of youth. 

He had received the. détestable éducation of a world in 
which more crimes (in thought and word at least) are com- 
mitted in one evening than come before a court of justice 
in the course of a whole session; a world in which great 
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îdeas perish, done to death by a wittîcism, and where it is 
reckoned a weakness not to see things as they are. To see 
things as they are — ^that means, believe in nothing, put faith 
in nothing and in no man, for there is no sueh thing as sin- 
cerity in opinion or affection ; mistrust events, for even events 
at times hâve been known to be manuf actured. To see things 
as they are you must weigh your f riend^s purse moming by 
morning; you must know by instinct the right moment to in- 
terfère for your own profit in every matter that turns up; 
you must keep your judgment rigorously suspended, be in 
no hurry to admiré a work of art or a noble deed, and give 
every one crédit for interested motives on every possible oc- 
casion. 

After many foUies, the great lady, the f air Annette, com- 
pelled Charles to think seriously; she talked to him of his 
future, passing a f ragrant hand through his hair, and im- 
parted counsel to him on the art of getting on in the world, 
while she twisted a stray curl about her fingers. She had 
made him efifeminate, and now she set herself to make a ma- 
terialist of him, a twofold work of demoralization, a corrup- 
tion none the less deadly because it never offended against 
the canons of good society, good manners, and good taste. 

"You are a simpleton, Charles," she would say; "I see that 
it will be no easy task to teach you the ways of the world. 
You were very naughty about M. des Lupeaulx. Oh! he is 
not over-f astidious, I grant you, but you should wait until 
he f ails f rom power, and then you may despise him as much 
as you like. Do you know what Mme. Campan used to say 
to us? 'My children, so long as a man is a Minister, adore 
him ; if he f ails, help to drag him to the shambles. He is a 
kind of deity so long as he is in power, but after he is f allen 
and ruined he is viler than Marat himself , for he is still alive, 
while Marat is dead and out of sight. Life is nothing but a 
séries of combinations, which must be studied and foUowed 
very carefully if a good position is to be successfuUy main- 
tained.' '* 

Charles had no very exaïted aims; he was too much of a 
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worldKng; he had been too much spoiled by hîs father and 
mother, too much flattered by the society in which he moved, 
to be stirred by any lofty enthusiasm. In the clay of his 
nature there was a grain of gold, due to his mothei^s teach- 
ing; but it had been passed through the Parisian draw-plate, 
and beaten out into a thin surface gilding which must soon 
be worn away by contact with the world. 

At this time Charles, however, was only one-and-twenty. 
and it is taken for granted that freshness of heart accom- 
panies the freshness of youth; it seems so unlikely that the 
mind within should be at variance with the young face, and 
the young voice, and the candid glance. Even the hardest 
judge, the most sceptical attomey, the flintiest-hearted 
money-lender will hesitate to believe that a wizened heart and 
a warped and corrupted nature can dwell beneath a young 
exterior, when the forehead is smooth and tears corne so 
readily to the eyes. Hitherto Charles had never had occasion 
to put his Parisian maxims in practice ; his character had not 
been tried, and consequently had not been found wanting; 
but, ail unknown to him, egoism had taken deep root in his 
nature. The seeds of this banef ul political economy had been 
sown in his heart ; it was only a question of time, they would 
spring up and flower as soon as the soil was stirred, as soon 
as he ceased to be an idle spectator and became an actor in 
the drama of real life. 

A young girl is nearly always ready to believe unquestion-* 
ingly in the promise of a fair exterior; but even if Eugénie 
had been as keenly observant and as cautions as girls in the 
provinces sometimes are, how could she hâve brought herself 
to mistrust her cousin, when ail he did and said, and every- 
thing about him, seemed to be the spontaneous outcome of a 
noble nature ? This was the last outburst of real f eeling, the 
last reproachful sigh of conscience in Charles' life; fate had 
thrown them together at that moment, and, unfortunately 
for her, ail her sympathies had been aroused for him. 

So she laid down the letter that seemed to her so fuU of 
love, and gave herself up to the pleasure of watching her 
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sleeping cousin; the dreams and hopes of yonth seemed to 
hover over his face; and then and there she vowed to herself 
that she would love him always. She glanced over the other 
letter; there could be no harm in reading it, she thought; she 
should only receive fresh proofs of the noble qualities with^ 
which^ womanlike^ she had invested the man whom she had 
idealized. 

"My dear Alphonse/' so it began, 'T)y the time this let- 
ter is in your hands I shall hâve no friends left; but I wiU 
confess that though I put no f aith in the worldly-minded 
people who use the word so f reely, I hâve no doubts of your 
friendship for me. So I am commissioning you to settle 
some matters of business. I look to you to do the best you 
can for me in this, for ail I hâve in the world is involved 
in it. By this time you must know how I am situated. I 
hâve nothing, and hâve made up my mind to go out to the 
Indies. I hâve just written to ail the people to whom any 
money is owing, and the enclosed list is as accurate as I can 
make it from memory. I think the sale of my books, fumi- 
ture, carriages, horses, and so f orth ought to bring in suffi- 
cient to pay my debts. I only mean to keep back a few trin- 
kets of little value, which will go some way towards a trading 
venture. I will send you a power of attomey in due form 
for this sale, my dear Alphonse, in case any diflBculty should 
arise. You might send my guns and everything of that sort 
to me hère. And you must take ''Briton;' no one would ever 
give me anything like as much as the splendid animal is 
worth; I would rather give him to you, you must regard him 
as the mourning ring which a dying man leaves in his will 
to his executor. Parry, Breilman and Co. hâve been building 
a very comf ortable traveling carriage for me, but they hâve 
not sent it home yet ; get them to keep it if you can, and if 
they décline to hâve it left on their hands, make the best ar- 
rangement you can for me, and do ail you can to save my 
honor in the position in which I am placed. I lost six louis 
at play to that fellow from the Sritish Isles, mind that he 
is . . /' 
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"Dear cousin/* murmured Eugénie, letting the sheet fall, 
and, seizing one of the lighted candies, she hastened on tiptoe 
to her own room. 

Once there,it was not withoutakeenfeelingofpleasurethat 
she opened one of the drawers in an old oak chest — ^a most 
beautif ul spécimen of the skill of the craf tsmen of the Benais- 
sance, you could still make out the half-effaced royal sala- 
mander upon it. From this drawer she took a large red 
velvet money-bag, with gold tassels, and the remains of a 
golden f ringe about it, a bit of faded splendor that had be- 
longed to her grandmother. In the pride of her heart she 
felt its weight, and joyously set to work to reckon up the 
value of her little hoard, sorting out the différent coins. Jm- 
primis, twenty Portuguese moidores as new and fresh as 
when they were struck in 1725, in the reign of John V. ; each 
was nominally worth five lisbonines, or a hundred and sixty- 
five francs, but actually they were worth a hundred and 
eighty francs (so her father used to tell her), a fancy value 
on account of the rarity and beauty of the aforesaid coins, 
which shone like the sun. Item, five genovines, rare Genoese 
coins of a hundred livres each, their current value was per- 
haps about eighty francs, but coUectors would give a hundred 
for them. Thèse had come to her from old M. de la Bertel- 
lière. Item, three Spanish quadruples of the time of Philip 
V., bearing the date 1729. Mme. Gentillet had given them 
to her, one by one, always with the same little speech: 
'There's a little yellow bird, there's a buttercup for you, 
worth ninety-eîght livres! Take great care of it, darling; 
it will be the flower of your flock.*' Item (and those were the 
coins that her father thought most of , for the gold was a frac- 
tion over the twenty-three carats), a hundred Dutch ducats, 
struck at the Hague in 1756, and each worth about thirteen 
francs. Item, a great curiosity ! . . . a f ew coins dear 
, to a miseras heart, three rupees bearing the sign of the Bal- 
ance, and five with the sign of the Virgin stamped upon 
them, ail pure gold of twenty-four carats — ^the magnificent 
coins of the Great Mogul. The weight of métal in them 
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alone was worth thirty-seven francs f orty centimes, bnt ama- 
teurs who love to finger gold would give fif ty francs for such 
coins as those. Item, the double napoléon that had been 
given to her the day before, and which she had carelessly 
slipped into the red velvet bag. 

There were new gold pièces f resh f rom the mint among her 
treasures, real works of art, which old Grandet liked to look 
at f rom time to time, so that he might count them over and 
tell his daughter of their intrinsic value, expatiating also 
upon the beauty of the bordering, the sparkling field, the or- 
nate lettering with its sharp, clean, flawless outlines. But now 
she gave not a thought to their beauty and rarity; her 
father^s mania, and the risks she ran by despoiling herself 
of a hoard so precious in his eyes, were ail forgotten. She 
thought of nothing but her cousin, and managed at last to 
discover, after many mistakes in calculation, that she was 
the owner of eighteen hundred francs ail told, or of nearly 
two thousand francs if the coins were sold for their actual 
value as curiosities. 

She clapped her hands in exultation at the sight of her 
riches, like a child who is compelled to find some outlet for 
his overflowing glee and dances for joy. Father and daugh- 
ter had both counted their wealth that night ; he in order to 
sell his gold; she that she might cast it abroad on the waters 
of love. She put the money back into the old purse, took it up, 
and went upstairs with it without a moments hésitation. 
Her cousines distress was the one thought in her mind; she 
did not even remember that it was night, oonventionalities 
were utterly forgotten; her conscience did not reproach her, 
she was strong in her happiness and her love. 

As she stood upon the threshold with the candie in one 
hand and the velvet bag in the other, Charles awoke, saw his 
cousin, and was struck dumb with astonishment. Eugénie 
came forward, set the light on the table, and said with an 
unsteady voice — 

"Cousin Charles, I hâve to ask your forgiveness for 
Bomething I hâve donc; it was very wrong, but if you will 
overlook it, God will forgive me.^' 
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'^What can ît be ?^* asked Charles, rubbing his eyes. 

"I hâve been reading those two letters/' 

Charles reddened. 

"Do you ask how I came to do it?^' she went on, "and why 
I came up hère? Indeed, I do not know now; and I am al- 
most tempted to feel glad that I read the letters, for 
through reading them I hâve corne to know yonr heart, your 
soûl, and . . P 

"And what?^* asked Charles. 

"And yonr plans — ^the diflSculty that you are in for want 
of monev ^^ 

"My dear cousin ^^ 

'TSush ! hush ! do not speak so loud, do not let us wake any- 
body. Hère are the savings of a poor girl who has no wants,^' 
she went on, opening the purse. ^TTou must take them, 
Charles. This moming I did not know what money was; 
you hâve taught me that it is simply a means to an end, that 
is ail. A cousin is almost a brother; surely you may borrow 
f rom your sister.*' 

Eugénie, almost as much a woman as a girl, had not fore- 
seen a refusai, but her cousin was silent. 

'^hy, are you going to refuse me ?" asked Eugénie. The 
silence was so deep that the beating of her heart was audible. 
Her pride was wounded by her cousines hésitation, but the 
thought of his dire need came vividly bef ore her, and she f ell 
on her knees. 

'TE will not rise/' she said, "until you hâve taken that 
money. Oh ! cousin, say something, for pit/s sake ! . . . 
so that I may know that you respect me, that you are gêner- 
ons, that . . ." 

This cry, wrung f rom her by a noble despair, brought tears 
to Charles' eyes ; he would not let her kneel, she f elt his hot 
tears on her hands, and sprang to her purse, which she 
emptied out upon the table. 

Well, then, it is TTes,' is it not?" she said, crying for joy. 
Do not scruple to take it, cousin; you wiU be quite rich. 
That gold will bring you luck, you know. Some day you 
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shall pay ît back to me, or, if you like, we will be partners ; I 
will submit to any conditions that you may impose. But 
you ought not to make so much of this gifV 

Charles found words at last. 

^TTes, Eugénie, I should hâve a little soûl indeed if I would 
not take it. But nothing for nothing, confidence for confi- 
dence/' 

"What do you mean?" she asked, s^artled. 

^^Listen, dear cousin, I hâve there '' 

He interrupted himself for a moment to show her a square 
box in a leather case, which stood on the chest of drawers. 

"There is something there that is dearer to me than life. 
That box was a présent f rom my mother. Since this moming 
I hâve thought that if she could rise f rom her tomb she her- 
self would sell the gold that in her tenderness she lavished 
on this dressing-case, but I cannot do it — ^it would seem like 
sacrilège." 

Eugénie grasped her cousines hand tightly in hers at thèse 
last words. 

"No," he went on after a brief pause, during which they 
looked at each other with tearf ul eyes, ^TE do not want to 
pull it to pièces, nor to risk taking it with me on my wander- 
ings. I will leave it in your keeping, dear Eugénie. N ever 
did one friend confide a more sacred trust to another; but 
you shall judge for yourself ." 

He drew the box f rom its leather case, opened it, and dis- 
played before his cousines astonished eyes a dressing-case re- 
splendent with gold — ^the curions skill of the craftsman had 
only added to the value of the métal. 

"AU that you are admiring is nothing," he said, pressing 
the spring of a secret drawer. "There is something which 
is worth more than ail the world to me," he added sadly. 

He took out two portraits, two of Mme. de Mirbel's master- 
pieces, handsomely set in pearls. 

"How lovely she is! Is not this the lady to whom you 
were writing?" 

*^to," he said, with a little smile ; "that is my mother^ and 
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this ifl my f ather — ^yonr aiint and imcle. Eugénie^ I coiild 
beg and pray of yon on my knees to keep this treasnie safe 
for me. If I should die^ and lose yonr lîttle fortune^ the gold 
will make good yonr loss; and to yon alone can I leave those 
two portraits^ for yon alone are worthy to take charge of them, 
bnt do not let them pass into other hands^ rather destroy 
them . . /' 

Engénie was gilent. 

'^ell, 'it is Y es, \& it not V *' he said, and there was a win- 
ning eharm in hiâ manner. 

As the last words were spoken^ she gave him for the first 
time snch a glanée as a loving woman can, a bright glance 
that reveals a depth of f eeling within her. He took her hand 
and kissed it. 

"^Angel of pnrity! what is money henceforward between 
ns two ? It is nothing^ is it not ? bnt the f eeling^ which alone 
gave it worth, wiU be eveiything » 

'TTon are like yonr mother. Was her voice as mnsical as 
yonrs, I wonder?'' 

"Oh ! far more sweet . . J^ 

'TTes, for yon/' she said, lowering her eyelids. "Corne, 
Charles, yon mnst go to bed; I wish it. Yon are very tirei 
Good-night.^' 

Her consin had canght her hand in both of his; she drew 
it gently away, and went down to her room, her consin light- 
ing the way. In the doorway of her room they both paused. 

"Oh! why am I a ruined man?'' he said. 

"Pshaw I my f ather is rich, I believe/' she retnmed. 

"My poor child," said Charles, as he set one foot in her 
room, and propped himself against the wall by the doorway, 
"if yonr father had been rich, he would not hâve let my 
f ather die, and yon wonld not be lodged in snch a poor place^. 
as this; he would live altogether in qnite a difiEerent siyle.^' 

"Bnt he has Froidfond.^' 

"And what may Proidfond be worth?*' 

*1 do not know; but there is Noyers too.'' 

"Some misérable farmhousel'' 



''He has vineyards and meadows ^^ 

'^They are not worth talking about/^ said Charles seom- 
f uUy. "If your f ather had even twenty-f our thousand livres 
a year, do you suppose that you would sleep in a bare, eold 
room like this?^' he added^ as he made a step forward with 
his lef t f oot. "That is where my treasures will he" he went 
' on, nodding towards the old chest, a device by whieh he tried 
to conceal his thoughts f rom her. 

"Go," she said, "and try to sleep," and she barred his en- 
tranee into an nntidy room. Charles drew back; and the 
cousins bade eaeh other a smiling good-night. 

They fell asleep, to dream the same dream; and from that 
time forward Charles f ound that there were still roses to be 
gathered in the world in spite of his mouming. The next 
moming Mme. Grandet saw her daughter walking with 
Charles before breakfast. He was still sad and subdued; 
how, indeed, should he be otherwise than sad? He had been 
brought very low in his distress; he was gradually finding 
out how deep the abyss was into which he had f allen, and the 
thought of the future weighed heavily upon him. 

^ULj f ather will not be back before dinner," said Eugénie, 
in reply to an anxious look in her mother's eyes. 

The tones of Eugénie's voice had grown strangely sweet ; it 
was easy to see from her face and manner that the cousins 
had some thought in common. Their soûls had rushed to- 
gether, while perhaps as yet they scarcely knew the power or 
the nature of this force which was binding them each to each. 

Charles sat in the dining-room ; no one intruded upon his 
Borrow. Indeed, the three women had plenty to do. Grandet 
had gone without any waming, and his work-people were at 
a standstill. The slater came, the plumber, the bricklayer, 
and the carpenter foUowed; so did laborers, tenants, and 
vinedressers, some came to pay their dues, and others to re* 
ceive them, and yet others to make bargains for the repairs 
which were being done. Mme. Grandet and Eugénie, there- 
fore, were continually coming and going; they had to listen 
to interminable historiés from laborers and country people. 
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Everything that came into the house Nanon promptîy 
and securely stowed away in her kitchen. She always waited 
for her master^s instructions as to what should be kept, and 
what should be sold in the market. The worthy cooper, like 
many little country squires, was wont to drink his worst wine, 
and to reserve his spoiled or wind-fallen orchard fruit for 
home consumption. 

' Towards five o^clock that evening Grandet came back f rom 
Angers. He had made f ourteen thousand francs on his gold^ 
and carried a Government certificate bearing interest until 
the day when it should be transf erred into rentes, He had 
lef t Comoiller also in Angers to look af ter the horses, which 
had been nearly foundered by the night joumey, and had 
given instructions to bring them back leisurely af ter they had 
had a thorough rest. 

^T hâve been to Angers, wife/* he said; "and I am hun- 

"Hâve you had nothing to eat since yesterday?" called 
Nanon from her kitchen. 

"î^othing whatever/* said the worthy man. 

Nanon brought in the soup. Des Grassins came to take his 
clientes instructions just as the family were sitting down to 
dinner. Grandet had not so much as seen his nephew ail this 
time. 

"Go on with your dinner, Grandet," said the banker. ^^e 
can hâve a little chat. Hâve you heard what gold is fetching 
in Angers, and that people from Nantes are buying it there ? 
I am going to send some over." 

^TTou need not trouble yourself," answered his worthy 
client ; "they hâve quite enough there by this time. I don't 
like you to lose your labor when I can prevent it; we are too 
good friends for that." 

"But gold is at thirteen francs fifty centimes premium." 

"Say was at a premium." 

"How the deuce did you get to know that ?" 

"I v-^ent over to Angers myself last night," Grandet told 
him iu a low voice. 
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The banker started, and a whispered conversation fol- 
lowed ; both des Grassins and Grandet looked at Charles f rom 
time to time, and once more a gesture of surprise escaped the 
banker, doubtless at the point where the old cooper commis- 
sioned him to purchase rentes to bring in a hiindred thousand 
livres. 

"M. Grandet/^ said des Grassins, addressing Charles, "I 
am going to Paris, and if there is anything I can do for you 
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'^Thank you, sir, there is nothing,'' Charles replied. 

'TTou must thank him more heartily than that, nephew. 
This gentleman is going to wind up your father^s business 
and settle with his creditors." 

'^Then is there any hope of coming to an arrangement?'* 
asked Charles. 

'^hy, are you not my nephew ?" cried the cooper, with a 
fine assumption of pride. ^^Our honor is involved; is not 
vour name Grandet?" 

Charles rose from his chair, impulsively flung his arms 
about his uncle, tumed pale, and left the room. Eugénie 
looked at her father with affection and pride in her eyes. 

'TVell, let us say good-bye, my good f riend," said Grandet. 
'TE am very much at your service. Try to get round those 
f ellows over yonder.'* 

The two diplomatists shook hands, and the cooper went 
to the door with his neighbor; he came back to the room 
again when he had closed the door on des Grassins, flung 
himself down in his easy chair, and said to îTanon : '^ring 
me some cordial.*' 

But he was too much excited to keep still; he rose and 
looked at old M. de la Bertellière's portrait, and began to 
"dance a jig,** in îfanon's phrase, singing to himself — 

Once in the Gardes françaises 
I had a grandpapa . . . 

TTanon, Mme. Grandet, and Eugénie ail looked at each 
other in silent dismay. The vinegrower's ecstasies never 
boded any good. 
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The evening was soon over. Old Grandet went oft early 
to bed, and no one was allowed to stay np af ter that ; when 
he slept, every one else must likewise sleep, much as in Po- 
land^ in the days of Augustus the Strong, whenever the king 
drank ail his subjects were loyally tipsy. Wherefore, N"a- 
non, Charles, and Eugénie were no less tired than the master » 
of the house; and as for Mme. Grandet, she slept or woke,* 
ate or drank, as her husband bade her. Yet during the two 
hours allotted to the digestion of his dinner the cooper was 
more f acetious than he had ever been in his life bef ore, and 
uttered not a few of his favorite aphorisms; one example will 
serve to plumb the depths of the coopères mind. When he 
had finished his cordial, he looked pensively at the glass, and 
thus delivered himself — 

'TTou hâve nosooner set your lips to a glass than it is 
emptyl Such is life. You eannot bave yonr cake and eat 
it too, and you can't tum over your money and keep it in 
your purse; if you could only do that, life would be too glo- 
rious/' 

He was not only jocose, he was good-natured, so that when 
Nanon came in with her spinning-wheel — ^T^ou must be 
tired,'* he said; *^et the hemp alone." 

"And if I did," the servant answered, '^Quien, I should 
bave to sit with my hands bef ore me.*' 

"Poor N anon I would you like some cordial V* 

"Cordial? Oh! I don't say no. Madame makes it much 
better than the apothecaries do. The stufiE they sell is like 
physic/' 

"They spoil the flavor with putting too much sugar in it/* 
said the goodman. 

The next moming, at the eight o'clock breakfast, the party 
seemed, for the first time, almost like one family. Mme. 
Grandet, Eugénie, and Charles had been drawn together by 
thèse troubles, and Nanon herself unconsciously felt with 
them. As for the old vinegrower, he scarcely noticed his 
nephew*8 présence in the house^ his greed of gold had been 
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Batîsfied, and he was very shortly to be quît of this yoimg 
sprig by the cheap and easy expédient of paying his nephew^s 
traveling expenses as far as Nantes. 

Charles and Eugénie meanwhile were free to do what 
seemed to them good. They were nnder Mme. Grandet'si 
eyes, and Grandet reposed complète f aith in his wife in ail! 
matters of conduct and religion. Moreover, he had other 
things to think of ; his meadows were to be drained^ and a^' 
row of poplars was to be planted along the Loire, and there 
was ail the ordinary winter work at Froidfond and elsewhere; 
in f act, he was exceedingly bnsy. 

And now began the springtime of love for Eugénie. Since 
that honr in the night when she had given her gold to her 
cousin, her heart had foUowed the gift. They shared a secret 
between them; they were conscious of this nnderstanding 
whenever they looked at each other; and this knowledge, that 
bronght them more and more closely together, drew them in 
a manner ont of the current of everyday life. And did not 
relationship justify a certain tendemess in the voice and 
kindness in the eyes ? Eugénie theref ore set herself to make 
her cousin forget his grief in the childish joys of growing 
love. 

For the beginnings of love and the beginnings of life are 
not unlike. Is not the child soothed by smiles and cradle- 
songs, and fairy taies of a golden future that lies before him? 
Above him, too, the bright wings of hope are always spread, 
and does he not shed tears of joy or of sorrow, wax pétulant 
over trifles and quarrelsome over the pebbles with which he 
builds a tottering palace, or the flowers that are no sooner 
gathered than forgotten? Is he not also eager to outstrip 
Time, and to live in the future? Love is the souFs second 
transformation. 

Love and childhood were almost the same thîng for 
Charles and Eugénie; the dawn of love and its childish be- 
ginnings were ail the sweeter because their hearts were full 
of gloom; and this love, that from its birth had been envel- 
oped in crape, was in keeping with their homely surroundings 
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in the melancholy old house. As the cousins înterchanged 
a f ew words by the well in the silent courtyard, or eat out in 
the little garden towards sunset time, whoUy absorbed by 
the momentous nothings that each said to eaeh^ or wrapped 
in the stillness that always brooded over the space between 
the ramparts and the house, Charles leamed to think of love 
as something sacred. Hitherto, with his great lady, his "dear 
Annette,** he had experienced little but its périls and storms ; 
but that épisode in Paris was over, with its coquetry and pas- 
sion, its vanity and emptiness, and he tumed to this love in 
its purity and truth. 

He came to feel a certain f ondness for the old house, and 
their way of lif e no longer seemed absurd to him. He would 
corne downstairs early in the moming so as to snatch a f ew 
words with Eugénie before her father gave out the stores; 
and when the sound of Grandet^s heavy f ootstep eehoed" on 
the staircase, he fled into the garden. Even Eugénie^s 
mother did not know of this moming tryst of theirs, and 
Nanon made as though she did not see it ; it was a small pièce 
of audacity that gave the keen relish of a stolen pleasure to 
their innocent love. Then when breakfast was over, and 
Goodman Grandet had gone to see after his business and his 
improvements, Charles sat in the gray parler between the 
mother and daughter, finding a pleasure unknown before in 
holding skeins of thread for them to wind, in listening to 
their talk, and watching them sew. There was something 
that appealed to him strongly in the almost monastic sim- 
plicity of the life, which had led him to discover the noble- 
ness of the natures of thèse two unworldly women. He had 
not believed that such lives as thèse were possible in France ; 
in Germany he admitted that old-world manners lingered 
still, but in France they were only to be f ound in fiction and 
in Auguste Lafontaine^s novels. It was not long before Eu- 
génie became an embodiment of his idéal, Goethe^s Margue- 
rite without her error. 

Day after day, in short, the poor girl hung on his words 
and looks, and drifted further along the stream of love. She 
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snatched at every happîness as some Bwimmer might catch 
at an overhanging willow branch, that so he might reach the 
bank and rest there for a little while. 

Was not the time of parting very near now? The shadow 
of that parting seemed to fall across the brightest houre of 
those days that fled so fast; and not one of them went by but 
Bomething happened to remind her how soon it would be 
npon them. 

For instance, three days af ter des Grassins had started for 
Paris, Grandet had taken Charles before a magistrate with 
the funereal solemnity with which snch acts are performed 
by provincials, and in the présence of that fimctionary the 
young man had had to sign a déclaration that he renounced 
ail claim to his f ather's property. Dreadf ni répudiation I An 
impiety amounting to apostasy ! He went to M. Cruchot to 
procure two powers of attomey, one for des Grassins, the 
other for the f riend who was commissioned to sell his own 
Personal efifects. There were also some necessary formalities 
in connection with his passport; and finally, on the arrivai 
of the plain suit of mouming which Charles had ordered 
from Paris, he sent for a clothier in Saumur, and disposed of 
his now useless wardrobe. This transaction was peculiarly 
pleasing to old Grandet. 

"Ah! Now you look like a man who is ready to set out, 
and means to make his way in the world," he said, as he saw 
his nephew in a plain, black overcoat of rough cloth. "Good, 
very good !" 

"I beg you to believe, sir," Charles replied, "that I shall 
face my position with proper spirit." 

^TVTiat does this mean?" asked his worthy relative; there 
was an eager look in the goodman^s eyes at the sight of a 
handful of gold which Charles held out to him. 

^T. hâve gathered together my studs and rings and every- 
thing of any value that I hâve ; I am not likely to want them 
now; but I know of nobody in Saumur, and this moming I 
thought I would ask you ^" 

"To buy it ?" Grandet broke in upon him. 
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^No, oncle, to give me the name of some honest man who 
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'*Give it to me, nephew; I will take it npstairs and find ont 
what it is worth, and let yon know the value to a centime. 
Jeweler's gold/' he commented, after an ezamination of a 
long chaîn, "jeweler's gold, eighteen to nineteen carats, I 
shonld say." 

The worthy sonl held ont his hnge hand for it, and carried 
ofif the whole collection. 

'^Cousin Engénie/' said Charles, "permit me to ofifer yon 
thèse two clasps; yon might nse them to fasten ribhons 
aronnd yonr wrists, that sort of bracelet is ail the rage jnst 



now.*' 



^ do not hesitate to take it, consin,'' she said, with a look 
of intelligence. 

''And, annt, this is my mother's thimble; I hâve treas- 
nred it np till now in my dressing-case,'* and he gave a pretty 
gold thimble to Mme. Grandet, who for the past ten years 
had longed for one. 

'It is impossible to thank yon in words, dear nephew,^^ said 
the old mother, as her eyes filled with tears. ''But moming 
and evening I shall repeat the prayer for travelers, and pray 
most fervently for yon. If anything shonld happen to me, 
Engénie shall take care of it for yon.'* 

"It is worth nine hnndred and eighty-nine francs seventy- 
five centimes, nephew,'^ said Grandet, as he came in at the 
door. "But to save yon the trouble of seUing it, I will let you 
hâve the money in livres.'* 

This expression "in livres" means, in the districts along 
the Loire, that a crown of six livres is to be considered worth 
six francs, without déduction. 

"I did not venture to suggest such a thing,'* Charles an- 
swered, "but I shrank from hawking my trinkets about in 
the town where you are living. Dirty linen ought not to be 
washed in public, as Napoléon used to say. Thank you for 
obliging me." 
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Grandet scratched his ear^ and there was a moment's si- 
lence in the room. 

^^And, dear uncle," Charles went on, somewhat nervonsly, 
and as though he f eared to wound his uncle's snsceptibilities, 
*^niy cousin and aunt hâve consented to receive trifling me- 
mentoes from me; willyou not in your tum accept thèse 
sleeve-links, which are useless to me now; they may perhaps 
recall to your memory a poor boy, in a f ar-ofif country, whose 
thought will certainly often turn to those who are ail that 
remain to him now of his family/' 

^^Oh ! my boy, my boy, you mnst not strip yourself like that 
for us '' 

"What hâve you there, wife?'^ said the cooper, tuming 
eagerly towards her. "Ah ! a gold thimble ? And you, little 
girl? Diamond clasps; what next! Come, I will accept 
your studs, my boy,*^ he eontinued, squeezing Charles^ hand. 
"But . . . you must let me pay . . . your . . . 
yes, your passage out to the Indies. Yes, I mean to pay your 
passage. Besides, my boy, when I estimated your jewelry I 
only took it at its value as métal, you see, without reckoning 
the workmanship, and it may be worth a trifle more on that 
account. So that is settled. I will pay you fifteen hundred 
francs . . . in- livres; Cruchot will lend it me, for I 
hâve not a brass farthing in the house; unless Perrotet, who 
is getting behindhand with his dues, will pay me in coin. 
There ! there ! I will go and see about it,^^ and he took up his 
hat, put on his gloves, and went f orthwith. 

"Then you are going?*' said Eugénie, with sad, admiring 
eyes. 

"I cannot help myself,*' he answered, with his head bent 
down. 

For several days Charles looked, spoke, and behaved like a 
man who is in deep trouble, but who f eels the weight of such 
heavy obligations, that his misfortunes only brace him for 
greater efifort. He had ceased to pity himself ; he had become 
a man. Never had Eugénie augured better of her cousin's 
character than she did on the day when she watched him 
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corne downstairs in his plain, black mouming suit, which set 
ofif his pale, sad face to such advantage. The two women had 
also gone into mourning, and went with Charles to the 
Bequiem mass celebrated in the parish chnrch for the sonl of 
the late Guillaume Grandet. 

Charles received letters from Paris as they took the mid- 
tday meal; he opened and read them. 

"Well, cousin/* said Eugénie, in a low voice, "are your 
afifairs going on satisf actorily ?'* 

"Never put questions of that sort, my giri,** remarked 
Grandet. "I never talk to you about my affairs, and why the 
devil should you meddle in your cousines? Just let the boy 
alone." 

"Oh ! I hâve no secrets of any sort,** said Charles. 

"Tut, tut, tut. You will find out that you must bridle 
your tongue in business, nephew.** 

When the two lovers were alone in the garden, Charles 
drew Eugénie to the old bench under the walnut tree where 
they so of ten sat of late. 

"I felt sure of Alphonse, and I was right,** he said; ^Tie 
has donc wonders, and has settled my affairs prudently and 
loyally. AU my debts in Paris are paid, my furniture sold 
well, and he tells me that he has acted on the advice of an old 
sea captain who had made the voyage to the Indies, and has 
invested the surplus money in omaments and odds and ends 
for which there is a great demand out there. He has sent my 
packages to Nantes, where anEast Indiaman is taking freight 
for Java, and so, Eugénie, in five days we must bid each other 
f arewell, for a long while at any rate, and perhaps f orever. 
My trading venture and the ten thousand francs which two 
of my friends hâve sent me, are a very poor start; I cannot 
expect to retum for many years. Dear cousin, let us not con- 
sider ourselves bound in any way; I may die, and very likely 
some good opportunity for settling yourself '^ 

"You love me? . . .** she asked. 

"Oh ! yes, indeed,** he replied, with an eamestness of man- 
ner that betokened a like eamestness in his feelings. 




The twQ loveis were aloae In the gaideu 
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'Then I will wait for you, Charles. Dieuf my father is 
looking ont of his window/' she exclaimed, evading her 
cousin, who had drawn doser to embrace her. 

She fled to the archway; and seeing that Charles followed 
her thither, she retreated f urther, flung back the f olding door 
at the foot of the staircase, and with no very elear idea, save 
that of flight, she rushed towards the darkest corner of the 
passage, outside Nanon^s sleeping hole; and there Charles, 
who was close beside her, grasped both hands in his and 
pressed her to his heart; his arms went round her waist, Eu- 
génie resisted no longer, and leaning against her lover she 
received and gave the purest, sweetest, and most perfect of 
ail kisses. 

"Dear Eugénie, a cousin is better than a brother; he can 
marry you,^^ said Charles. 

"Amen, so be it !" cried Nanon, opening the door behind 
them, and emerging f rom her den. Her voice startled the 
two lovers, who fled into the dining-room, where Eugénie 
took up her sewing, and Charles seized on Mme. Grandet^s 
prayer book, opened it at the litanies of the Virgin, and be- 
gan to read industriously. 

^'Quien!" said Nanon, "so we are ail saying our prayers!" 

As soon as Charles fixed the day for his departure, Gran- 
det bustled about and afifected to take the greatest interest 
in the whole matter. He was libéral with advice, and with 
anything else that cost him nothing, first seeking out a packer 
for Charles, and then, saying that the man wanted too much 
for his cases, settîng to work with ail his might to make them 
himself, using odd planks for the purpose. He was up be- 
times every moming planing, fitting, nailing deal boards to- 
gether, squaring and shaping; and, in fact, he made some 
strong cases, packed ail Charles* property in them, and un- 
dertook to send them by steamer down the Loire to Nantes in 
time to go by the merchant ship, and to insure them during 
the voyage. 

Since that kiss given and taken in the passage, the hours 
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sped with terrible rapidity for Eugénie. At times she 
thought of following her cousin; for of ail ties that bind one 
human being to another, this passion of love is the elosest 
and strongest, and those who know this, and know how every 
day shortens love's allotted span, and how not time alone but 
âge and mortal sickness and ail the untoward accidents of life 
combine to menace it, — ^these will know the agony that Eu- 
génie suffered. She shed many tears as she walked up and 
down the little garden; it had grown so narrow for her now; 
the courtyard, the old house, and the town had ail grown nar^. 
row, and her thoughts f ared f orth already across vast spaces 
of sea. 

It was the day bef ore the day of departure. That moming, 
while Grandet and Nanon were out of the house, the precious 
casket that held the two portraits was solemnly deposited in 
Eugénie's chest, beside the now empty velvet bag in the only 
drawer that could be locked, an installation which was not 
eflfected without many tears and kisses. When Eugénie 
locked the drawer and hid the key in her bosom, she had not 
the courage to forbid the kiss by which Charles sealed the 
act. 

"The key shall always stay there, dear/* 

"Ah ! well, my heart will always be there with it too/' 

"Oh! Charles, you should not say that,*' she said a little 
reproachfuUy. 

"Are we not married?*' he replied. "I hâve your word; 
take mine." 

"Thine forever!" they said together, and repeated it a 
second time. îfo holier vow was ever made on earth; for 
Charles' love had received a moments consécration in the 
présence of Eugénie's simple sincerity. 

It was a melancholy group round the breakf ast-table next 
moming. Even Nanon herself, in spite of Charles' gift of a 
new gown and a gilt cross, had a tear in her eye ; but she was 
free to express her feelings and did so. 

"Oh ! that poor, délicate young gentleman who is going to 
sea," was the burden of her discourse. 
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At half-past ten the whole family left the house to see 
Charles start for Nantes in the diligence. Nanon had let 
the dog loose, and loeked the door, and meant to carry 
Charles* handbag. Every shopkeeper in the ancient street 
was in the doorway to watch the little procession pass. M. 
Cruchot joined them in the market-place. 

"Eugénie/* whispered her mother, "mind you do not cry !" 

They reached the gateway of the inn, and there Grandet 
kissed Charles on both cheeks. ^^ell ! nephew/* he said, "set 
ont poor and corne back rich; you leave your father^s honor 
in safe keeping. I — Grandet — ^will answer to you for that; 
you will only hâve to do your part ^^ 

"Oh ! uncle, this sweetens the bittemess of parting. Is not 
this the greatest gif t you could possibly give me ?** 

Charles had broken in upon the old cooper's remarks be- 
fore he quite understood their drift; he put his arms round 
his uncle*s neck, and let f ail tears of gratitude on the vine- 
grower*s sunbumed cheeks; Eugénie clasped her cousines 
hand in one of hers, and her f ather^s in the other, and held 
them tightly. Only the notary smiled to himself ; he alone 
understood the worthy man, and he could not help admiring 
his astute cunning. The four Saumurois and a little group 
of onlookers hung about the diligence till the last moment; 
and looked after it until it disappeared across the bridge, and 
the Sound of the wheels grew f aint and distant. 

"A good riddance V^ said the cooper. 

Luckily, no one but M. Cruchot heard this ejaculation; 
Eugénie and her mother had walked along the quay to a 
point of view whence they could still see the diligence, and 
stood there waving their handkerchief s and watching Charles' 
answering signal till he was out of sight; then Eugénie 
tumed. 

"Oh! mother, mother, if I had God's power for one mo- 
ment,** she said. 

To save further interruption to the course of the story, it 
is necessary to glance a little ahead, and give a brief account 
of the course of events in Paris, of Grandet*s calculations, 
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and the action taken by his worthy lieutenant the banker in 
the matter of Guillaxinie Grandet^s afifairs. A month after 
des Grassins had gone, Grandet received a eertificate for a 
hundred thousand livres per annum of rentes, purchased at 
eighty francs. No information was ever forthcoming as to 
how and when the actual coin had been paid, or the receipt 
taken, which in due course had been exchanged for the eer- 
tificate. The inventory and statement of his affairs which 
,the miser left at his death threw no light upon the mystery, 
and Cruchot fancied that in some way or other Nanon muet 
hâve been the xmconscious instrument employed; for about 
that time the f aithf ul serving-maid was away f rom home for 
four or five days, ostensibly to eee after matters at Froidf ond, 
as if its worthy owner were likely to f orget anything there 
that required looking after! As for Guillaume Grandet^s 
creditors, everything had happened as the cooper had in- 
tended and f oreseen. 

At the Bank of France (as everybody knows) they keep 
accurate lists of ail the great fortunes in Paris or in the de- 
partments. The names of des Grassins and of Félix Grandet 
of Saumur were duly to be found inscribed therein; indeed, 
they shone conspicuous there as well-known names in thô 
business world, as men who were not only financially sound, 
but owners of broad acres unencumbered by mortgages. 
And now it was said that des Grassins of Saumur had come 
to Paris with intent to call a meeting of the creditors of the 
firm of Guillaume Grandet; the shade of the wine merchant 
was to be spared the disgrâce of protested bills. The seals 
were broken in the présence of the creditors, and the f amily 
notary proceeded to make out an inventory in due form. 

Before very long, in f act, des Grassins called a meeting 
of the creditors, who with one voice appointed the banker of 
Saumur as trustée conjointly with François Keller, the head 
of a large business house, and one of the principal creditors, 
empowering them to take such measures as they thought fit, 
in order to save the f amily name (and the bills) from being 
dishonored. The fact that des Grassins was acting as his 
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agent produced a hopef ul tone in the meetings and things 
went smoothly from the first; the banker did not find a 
single dissentient voiee. No one thought of passing his bill 
to his profit and loss account, and each one said to himself — 

"Grandet of Saumur is going to pay 1^^ 

Six months went by. The Parisian merchants had with- 
drawn the bills from circulation, and had consigned them to 
the depths of their portfolios. The cooper had gained his 
^ first point. Nine months after the first meeting the two 
trustées paid the creditors a dividend of f orty-seven per cent. 
This sum had been raised by the sale of the late Guillaume 
Grandet^s property, goods, chattels and gênerai efifects; the 
most scrupulous integrity characterized thèse proceedings; 
indeed, the whole afifair was conducted with the most con- 
scientious honesty, and the delighted creditors fell to ad- 
miring Grandet^s wonderful, indubitable and high-minded 
probity. When thèse praises had duly circulated for a 
fluflBcient length of time, the creditors began to ask them- 
selves when the remainder of their money would be forth- 
coming, and bethought them of coUectively writing a letter 
to Grandet. 

"Hère we are l" was the old coopères comment, as he flung 
the letter in the fire. "Patience, patience, my dear f riends." 

By way of a reply to the propositions contained in the let- 
ter, Grandet of Saumur required them to deposit with a no- 
tary ail the bills and claims against the estate of his deceased 
brother, accompanying each with receipts for the payments 
already made. The accounts were to be audited, and the 
exact condition of afifairs was to be ascertained. Innumerable 
difliculties were cleared away by this notion of the deposit. 

A créditer, generally speaking, is a sort of maniac; there 
îs no saying what a créditer will do. One day he is in a 
hurry to bring the thing to an end, the next he is ail for fire 
and sword, a little later and he is sweetness and benignity 
itself . To-day, very probably, his wife is in a good humor, 
his youngest hope has just eut a tooth, everything is going 
on comfortably at home, he has no mind to abate his claims 

lO 
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one jot; but to-morrow cornes, and it rains, and he cannot 
go ont; he feels low in his mind, and agrées hastily to any- 
thing and everything that is likely to settle the affair; the 
next moming brings counsel; he requires a guarantee, and 
by the end of the month he talks about an exécution, the in- 
human, bloodthirsty wretch ! The créditer is not unlike that 
common or house sparrow on whose tail small children are en- 
couraged to try to put a grain of sait — a pleasing simile which 
the créditer may twist to his own uses, and apply to his bills, 
îrom which he fondly hopes to dérive some benefit at last. 
Grandet had observed thèse atmospheric variations among 
creditors; and his forecasts in the présent case were correct, 
his brother's creditors were behaving in every respect exactly 
as he wished. Some waxed wroth, and flatly declined to hâve 
anything to do with the deposit, or to give up the vouchers. 

"Good!'' said Grandet; "that is ail right!'' He rubbed 
his hands as he read the letters which des Grassins wrote to 
him on the subject. 

Yet others ref used to consent to the aforesaid deposit un- 
less their position was clearly defined in the first place; it 
was to be made without préjudice, and they reserved the right 
to déclare the estate bankrupt should they deem it advisable. 
This opened a fresh correspondence, and occasioned a further 
delay, after which Grandet finally agreed to ail the condi- 
tions, and as a conséquence the more tractable creditors 
brought the récalcitrant to hear reason, and the deposit was 
made, not, however, without some grumbling. 

"That old fellow is laughing in his sleeve at you and at ua 
too,^' said they to des Grassins. 

Twenty-three months after Guillaume Grandet^s death, 
many of the merchants had forgotten ail about their claims 
in the course of events in a business lif e in Paris, or they only 
thought of them to say to themselves — 

"It begins to look as though the forty-seven per cent is 
about ail I shall get out of that business." 

The cooper had reckoned on the aid of Time, who, so he 
was wont to say, is a good fellow. By the end of the third 
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yeai, des Grassins wrote to Grandet sayîng that he had in- 
duced most of the ereditors to give up their bills, and that 
the amonnt now owing was only about ten per cent of the 
outstanding two million four hundred thonsand francs. 
Grandet replied that there yet remained the notary and the 
stockbroker, whose f allures had been the death of his brother; 
they were still alive. They might be solvent again by this 
time^ and proceedings ought to be taken against them; 
something might be recovered in this way whieh would still 
f urther reduce the sum-total of the déficit. 

When the f ourth year drew to a close the déficit had been 
duly brought down to the sum of twelve hundred thousand 
francs; the limit appeared to hâve been reached. Six months 
were f urther spent in parleyings between the trustées and the 
ereditors, and between Grandet and the trustées. In short, 
strong pressure being brought to bear upon Grandet of Sau- 
mur, he annoxmced, somewhere about the ninth month of the 
same year, that his nephew, who had made a fortune in the 
East Indies, had signified his intention of settling in fuU ail 
claims on his f ather's estate ; and that meantime he could not 
take it upon himself to act, nor to def raud the ereditors by 
winding up the affair before he had consulted his nephew; he 
added that he had written to him, and was now awaiting an 
answer. 

The middle of the fif th year had been reached, and still the 
ereditors were held in check by the magie words in full, let 
f ail judiciously f rom time to time by the sublime cooper, who 
was laughing at them in his sleeve; "those Parisians/' he 
would say to himself, with a mild oath, and a cunning smile 
would steal across his features. 

In f act, a martyrdom unknown to the caléndars of com- 
merce was in store for the ereditors. When next they appear 
in the course of this story, they will be f ound in exactly the 
same position that they were in now when Grandet had donc 
with them. Consols went up to a hundred and fifteen, old 
Grandet sold out, and received from Paris about two million 
four hundred thousand francs in gold, which went into his 
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wooden kegs to keep company with the six hundred thousand 
francs of interest which his investment had brought in. 

Des Grassins stayed on in Paris, and for the following 
reasons. In the first place, he had been appointed a deputy; 
and in the second, he, the father of a family, bored by the 
exceeding duUness of existence in Saumur, was smitten with 
the charms of Mlle. Florine, one of the prettiest actresses of 
the Théâtre de Madame, and there was a recrudescence of the 
quarter-master in the banker. It is nseless to discnss his con- 
duct; at Sanmur it was pronounced to be profoundly im- 
moral. It was very lucky for his wife that she had brains 
enough to carry on the concem at Saumur in her own name, 
and could extricate the remains of her fortune, which had 
suffered not a little from M. des Grassins* extravagance and 
f olly. But the quasi-widow was in a f aise position, and the 
Cruchotins did ail that in them lay to make matters worse; 
she had to give up ail hope of a match between her son and 
Eugénie Grandet, and married her daughter very badly. 
Adolphe des Grassins went to join his father in Paris, and 
there acquired, so it was said, an unenviable réputation. The 
triumph of the Cruchotins was complète. 

'TTour husband has taken leave of his sensés," Grandet 
took occasion to remark as he accommodated Mme. des Gras- 
sins with a loan (on good security). "I am very sorry for 
you; you are a nice little woman." 

"Ah I" sighed the poor lady, "who could hâve believed that 
day when he set out for Paris to see after that business of 
yours that he was hurrying to his own ruin ?" 

"Heaven is my witness, madame, that to the very last I did 
ail I could to prevent him, and M. le Président was dying to 
go ; but we know now why your husband was so set upon it." 

Clearly, theref ore, Grandet lay under no obligation to des 
Grassins. 

In every situation a woman is bound to suflfer in many 
ways that a man does not, and to feel her troubles more 
acutely than he can; for a man's vigor and energy is con- 
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stantly brought into play; he acts and thinks, cornes and 
goes, busies himself in the présent, and looks to the future 
for consolation. This was what Charles was doing. But a 
woman cannot help herself — ^hers is a passive part ; she is lef t 
face to face with her trouble, and bas notbing to divert ber 
mind from it; sbe sounds tbe deptbs of tbe abyss of sorrow, 
and its dark places are fiUed witb ber prayers and tears. So 
Ai was witb Eugénie. Sbe was beginning to understand tbat 
tbe web of a woman's life will always be woven of love and 
sorrow and bope and fear and self -sacrifice ; bers was to be 
a woman^s lot in ail tbings witbout a woman^s consolations 
and ber moments of bappiness (to make use of Bossuet^s 
wonderful illustration) were to be like tbe scattered nails 
driven into tbe wall, wben ail coUected togetber tbey scarcely 
filled tbe boUow of tbe band. Troubles seldom keep us wait- 
ing for tbem, and for Eugénie tbey were gatbering tbick and 
fast. 

Tbe day after Cbarles bad gone, tbe Grandet bousebold fell 
back into tbe old ways of life; tbere was no différence for 
any one but Eugénie — ^for ber tbe bouse bad grown very 
empty ail on a sudden. Cbarles' room sbould remain just as 
be bad left it; Mme. Grandet and Nanon lent tbemselves to 
tbis wbim of bers, willingly maintained tbe statu quo, and 
said notbing to ber f atber. 

*^bo knows?'' Eugénie said. **He may come back to us 
sooner tban we tbink.'^ 

^*Ab ! I wisb I could see bim bere again/' replied Nanon. 
"I could get on witb bim well enougb! He was very nice, 
and an excellent gentleman; and be was pretty-like, bis 
bair curled over bis bead just like a girFs." 

Eugénie gazed at Nanon. 

"Holy Virgin ! mademoiselle, witb sucb eyes, you are like 
to lose your soûl. You sbouldn't look at people in tbat way.*' 

From tbat day Mlle. Grandet's beauty took a new cbar- 
acter. Tbe grave tbougbts of love tbat slowly enveloped ber 
soûl, tbe dignity of a woman wbo is beloved, gave to ber face 
tbe sort of radiance tbat early painters expressed by tbe au- 
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reole. Bef ore her cousin came into her lif e, Eugénie might 
hâve been compared to the Virgin as yet unconscious of her 
destiny; and now that he had passed out of it, she seemed 
like the Virgin Mother; she, too, bore love in her heart. 
Spanish art has depicted thèse two Marys, so différent each 
from each — Christianity, with its many symbols, knows no 
more glorious types than thèse. 

The day after Charles had left them, Eugénie went to mass 
(as she had resolved to do daily), and on her way back 
bought a map of the world from the only bookseller in the 
town. This she pinned to the wall beside her glass, so that she 
might f oUow the course of her cousines voyage to the Indies ; 
and night and moming might be beside him for a little while 
on that far-off vessel, and see him and ask ail the endless 
questions she longed to ask. 

*^Are you well? Are you not sad? Am I in your thoughts 
when you see the star that you told me about? You made 
me see how beautiful it was.^^ 

In the moming she used to sit like one in a dream under 
the great walnut tree, on the old gray, lichen-covered, worm- 
eaten bench where they had talked so kindly and so f oolishly, 
where they had built such f air castles in the air in which to 
live. She thought of the future as she watched the little strip 
of sky shut in by the high walls on every side, then her eyes 
wandered over the old buttressed wall and the roof — Charles' 
room lay beneath it. In short, this solitary persistent love 
mingling with ail her thoughts became the substance, or, as 
our forefathers would hâve said, the ^^stuflE" of her life. 

If Grandet's self-jstyled f riends came in of an evening, she 
would seem to be in high spirits, but the liveliness was only 
assumed ; she used to talk about Charles with her mother and 
Nanon the whole morning through, and Nanon — ^who was of 
the opinion that without f altering in her duty to her master 
she might yet feel for her young mistress* troubles — Nanon 
spoke on this wise — 

^T.î I had had a sweetheart, I would hâve ... I 
would hâve gone with him to hell. I would hâve ... 
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well, then, I would jnst hâve laid down my life for him, but 
. . . no Buch chance ! I shall die without knowing what 
it is to live. Wonld you believe it, mam^selle, there is that 
old Comoiller, who is a good man ail the same, dangling 
about after my savings, jnst like the others who corne hère 
pajring court to you and sniflBng after the master^s money. I 
see through it; I may be as big as a hay stack, but I am as 
sharp as a needle yet. Well ! and yet do you know, mam'selle, 
it may not be love, but I rather Ûke it/* 

In this way two months went by. The secret that bound 
the three women so closely together had brought a new inter- 
est into the household life hitherto so monotonous. For them 
Charles still dwelt in the house, and came and went beneath 
the old gray rafters of the parlor. Every moming and even- 
ing Eugénie opened the dressing-case and looked at her 
aunt^s portrait. Her mother, suddenly coming into her room 
one Sunday moming, found her absorbed in tracing out a 
likeness to Charles in the lady of the miniature, and Mme. 
Grandet leamed for the first time a terrible secret, how that 
Eugénie had parted with her treasures and had taken the 
case in exchange. 

"You hâve let him hâve it ail \" cried the terrified mother. 
'^What will you say to your f ather on New Year's Day when 
he asks to see your gold?" 

Eugénie^s eyes were set in a fixed stare ; the horror of this 
thought so filled the women that half the moming went by, 
and they were distressed to find themselves too late for high 
mafls, and were only in time for the military mass. The year 
1819 was almost over; there were only three more days left. 
In three days a terrible drama would begin, a drama un- 
dignified by poison, dagger or bloodshed, but fate dealt 
scarcely more cruelly with the princely house of Atreus than 
with the actors in this bourgeois tragedy. 

^TVliat is to become of us?" said Mme. Grandet, lajring 
down her knitting on her knee. 

Poor mother! ail the events of the past two months had 
sadly hindered the knitting, the woolen cuflEs for winter wear 
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were not finished yet, a homely and apparently insignificant 
fact which was to work trouble enough for her. For want 
of the warm cuffs she caught a chill after a violent perspira- 
tion bronght on by one of her husband's fearf ul outbursts of 
rage. 

^Ttf y poor child, I hâve been thinking, that if you had only 
told me about this, we should hâve had time to write to M. 
des Grassins in Paris. He might hâve managed to send us 
some gold pièces like those of yours; and although Grandet 
knows the look of them so well, still perhaps . . ." 

^^But where could we hâve found so much money?" 

"I would hâve raised it on my property. Besides, M. des 
Grassins would hâve befriended us . . .^^ 

"There is not time enough now/^ f altered Eugénie in a 
smothered voice. *^To-morrow moming we shall hâve to go 
to his room to wish him a happy New Year, shall we not ?'^ 

"Oh! Eugénie, why not go and see the Cruchots about 

itr 

*^No, no, that would be putting ourselves in their power; 
I should be entirely in their hands then. Besides, I hâve 
made up my mind. I hâve acted quite rightiy, and I repent 
of nothing; God will protect me. May His holy will be 
done ! Ah ! if you had read that letter, mother, you would 
hâve thought of nothing but him.^^ 

The next moming, January 1, 1820, the mother and 
daughter were in an agony of distress that they could not 
hide ; sheer terror suggested the simple expédient of omitting 
the solemn visit to Grandet's room. The bitter weather 
served as an excuse; the winter of 1819-20 was the coldest 
that had been known for years, and snow lay deep on the 
roofs. 

Mme. Grandet called to her husband as soon as she heard 
him stirring, "Grandet, just let Nanon light a bit of fire in 
here for me, the air is so sharp that I am shivering under 
the bedclothes, and at my time of life I must take eare of 
myself. And then," she went on after a little pause, "Eu- 
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génie shall corne in hère to dress. The poor gîrl may do her- 
self a mischief if she dresses in her own room in snch cold. 
We will corne downstairs into the sitting-room and wish you 
a happy N'ew Year there by the flre/' 

'^Tut, tut, tut, what a tongue ! What a way to begin the 
year, Mme. Grandet ! You hâve never said so much in your 
life before. You hâve not had a eop of bread in wine, I sup- 
pose ?' 

There was a moment^s pause. Doubtless his wife^s pro- 
posai suited his notions, for he said, ^^ery well, I will do as 
you wish, Mme. Grandet. You really are a good sort of 
woman, it would be a pity for you to expire before you are 
due, though as a rule, the La Bertellières make old bones, 
don^t they, hey?" he cried, after a pause, ^^ell, their money 
has fallen in at last; I forgive them,^^ and he coughed. 

'TTou are in spirits this morning," said the poor wife. 

"I always am in spirits.^* 

Hey! hey! cooper gay, 

Mend your tub and take your pay. 

He had quite finished dressing and came into his wife's room. 
^TTes, nom d'un petit bonhomme! it is a mighty hard frost, 
ail the same. We shall hâve a good breakfast to-day, wife. 
Des Grassins has sent me a pâté de foies gras, trufifled I I am 
going round to the coach office to see after it. He should 
hâve eent a double napoléon for Eugénie along with it," said 
the cooper, coming doser, and lowering his voice. "I hâve 
no gold, I certainly had a f ew old coins still left, I may tell 
you that in confidence, but I had to let them go in the course 
^of business," and by way of celebrating the first day of the 
*year he kissed his wife on the forehead. 

"Eugénie," cried the kind mother, as soon as Grandet had 
gone, "I don^t know which side of the bed your f ather got 
out on, but he is in a good humor this moming. Pshaw ! we 
shall pull through." 

*TVliat can hâve come over the master?" cried ITanon as 
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she came înto the room to light the fire. ''First of all^ lie 
BtLjB, 'Qood moming, great stnpid, a happy New Year ! Cro 
upstairs and light a fire in my wife's room; she is feeling 
cold.' I thonght I mnst be off my head when I saw him 
holding ont his hand with a siz-f ranc pièce in it that hadn't 
been clipped a bit ! There ! madame^ only look at it ! Oh ! 
he is a worthy man^ ail the same — ^he is a good man, he is. 
There are some as get harder-hearted the older they grow; 
bnt he tnms sweeter, like yonr cordial that improves with 
keeping. He is a very good and a very excellent man . . /' 
Orandet's spéculation had been completely snccessfnl ; this 
was the cause of his high spirits. M. des Qrassins — ^after de- 
dncting varions amonnts which the cooper owed him, partly 
for disconnting Dntch bills to the amonnt of a hnndred and 
fifty thonsand francs, and partly for advances of money for 
the purchase of a hnndred thonsand livres worth of consols — 
M. des Orassins was sending him, by diligence, thirty thon- 
sand francs in crowns, the remainder (after the aforesaid 
déductions had been made) of the coopères half-yearly divi- 
dends, and informed Grandet that consols were steadily ris- 
ing. They stood at eighty-nine at the présent moment, and 
well-known capitalists were buying for the next account at 
the end of January at ninety-two. In two months Grandet 
had made twelve per cent on his capital; he had straightened 
his accounts; and henceforward he would receive fifty thon- 
sand francs every half year, clear of taxes or any outgoing ex- 
penses. In short, he had grasped the theory of consols (a 
class of investment of which the provincial mind is exceed- 
ingly shy), and looking ahead, he beheld himself the master 
of six millions of francs in five years' time — six millions, 
which would go on accumulating with scarcely any trouble 
on his part — six millions of francs! And there was the 
value of his landed property to add to this ; he saw himself in 
a fair way to build up a colossal fortune. The six francs 
given to Nanon were perhaps in reality the payment for an 
immense service which the girl had unwittingly done her 
master. 
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"Oho! what can Goodman Grandet be after? He is nin- 
ning as if there were a fire somewhere/^ the shopkeepers said 
to each other as they took down their shutters that New 
Year's moming. 

A little later when they saw him coming back f rom the 
quay followed by a porter from the coach oflBce, who was 
wheeling a barrow piled up with little bags full of some- 
thing 

"Ah!" said they, "water always makes for the river, the 
old boy was hurrying after his crowns." 

"They flow in on him from Paris, and Froidfond, and 
HoUand," said one. 

"He will buy Saumur before he has done," eried another. 

"He does not care a rap for the cold; he is always looking 
after his business," said a woman to her husband. 

"Hi! M. Grandet! if you hâve more of that than you 
know what to do with, I can help you to get rid of some 
of it." 

*^h! they are only eoppers," said the vinegrower. 

"Silver, he means," said the porter in a low voice. 

"Keep a still tongue in your head, if you want me to bear 
you in mind," said the goodman as he opened the door. 

"Oh ! the old fox, I thought he was deaf ," said the porter 
to himself, *T)ut it looks as though he eould hear well enough 
in cold weather." 

"Here is a franc for a New Year's gift, and keep quiet 
about this. Off with you! Nanon will bring back the bar- 
row. Nanon !" cried Grandet, "are the women-f olk gone to 
mass ?" 

'*Yes, sir." 

"Come, look sharp and lend a hand here, then," he cried, 
and loaded her with the bags. In another minute the crowns 
were safely transferred to his room, where he locked him- 
self in. 

"Thump on the wall when breakf ast is ready," he called 
through the door, "and take the wheelbarrow back to the 
coach oflBce." 
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It was ten o'clock before the f amily breakf asted. 

'TTour f ather will not ask to see your gold now," said 
Mme. Grandet as they came back f rom mass ; "and if he does, 
you can shiver and say it is too cold to go upstairs for it. 
We shall hâve time to make np the money again before your 
birthday . . ." 

Grandet came down the stairs with his head f uU of sehemes 
for transforming the five-franc pièces just received from 
Paris into gold coin, which should be neither clipped nor light 
weight. He thought of his admirably-timed investment in 
Government stock, and made up his mind that he would con- 
tinue to put his money into consols until they rose to a hun- 
dred francs. Such méditations as thèse boded ill for Eu- 
génie. As soon as he came in the two women wished him 
a prospérons New Year, each in her own way; Mme. Grandet 
was grave and ceremonious, but his daughter put her arms 
round his neck and kissed him. "Aha ! child," he said, kiss- 
ing her on both cheeks, "I am thinking and working for you, 
you see! ... I want you to be happy and if you are 
to be happy, you must hâve money; for you won^t get any- 
thing without it. Look! hère is a brand new napoléon, I 
sent to Paris on purpose for it. Nom d'un petit bonhomme! 
there is not a speck of gold in the house, except yours, you 
are the one who bas the gold. Let me see your gold, little 

girl/' 

"Bah! it is too cold, let us hâve breakfast,^' Eugénie an- 
swered. 

^TVell, then, af ter breakf ast we will hâve a look at it, eh ? 
It will be good for our digestions. That great des Grassins 
sent us this, ail the same," he went on, "so get your break- 
fasts, children, for it costs us nothing. Des Grassins is go- 
ing on nicely; I am pleased with him; the old fish is doing 
Charles a service, and ail free gratis. Eeally, he is managing 
poor dear Grandet's affairs very cleverly. Ououh! ououh!" 
he cried, with his mouth fuU, "this is good ! Eat away, wife; 
there is enough hère to last us for two days at least.^' 

"I am not hungry. I am very poorly, you know that very 
weU." 
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"Oh! Ah! but you hâve a sound constitution; you are a 
La Bertellière, and you can put away a great deal without 
any fear of damaging yourself . You may be a trifle sallow, 
but I hâve a liking for yellow myself ." 

The prisoner shrinking from a publie and ignominious 
death could not well await his doom with a more sickening 
dread than Mme. Grandet and Eugénie felt as they foresaw 
the end of breakfast and the inévitable sequel. The more 
boisterously the eooper talked and ate, the lower sank their 
spirits; but to the giri, in this crisis, a certain support was 
not lacking, love was strong within her. "I would die a thou- 
sand deaths/^ she thought, "for him, for him !^* 

She looked at her mother, and courage and défiance shone 
in her eyes. 

By eleven o'clock they had finished breakfast. "Clear 
everything away/* Grandet told Nanon, *T)ut leave us the 
table. We can look over your little treasure more comforta- 
bly so/* he said with his eyes on Eugénie. ^'Little, said 1? 
*Tis not so small, though, upon my word. Your coins alto- 
gether are actually worth five thousand nine hundred and 
fifty-nine francs, then with forty more this moming, that 
makes six thousand francs ail but one. Well, I will give you 
another franc to make up the sum, because, you see, little 
girl . . . Well ! now, why are you listening to us ? Just 
take yourself off, Nanon, and set about your work !" 

N'anon vanished. 

^TJisten, Eugénie, you must let me hâve your gold. You 
will not refuse to let your papa hâve it? Eh, little 
daughter ?" 

Neither of the women spoke. 

"I myself hâve no gold left. I had some once, but I hâve 
none now. I will give you six thousand francs in silver for 
it, and you shall invest it; I will show you how. There is 
really no need to think of a dozen. When you are married 
(which will be before very long) I will find a husband for 
you who will give you the handsomest dozen that has ever 
been heard of hereabouts. There is a splendid opportunity 
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just now; you can invest your six thousand francs in Govern- 
ment stock, and every six months, when dividends are 
due, you will hâve about two hundred francs coming in, ail 
clear of taxes, and no repairs to pay for, and no f rosts nor 
bail nor bad seasons, none of ail the tiresome drawbacks you 
bave to lay your account with if you put your money into 
land. You don't like to part with your gold, eh? Is tbat it, 
little girl ? Never mind, let me hâve it ail the same. I will 
look out for gold coins for you, ducats from HoUand, and 
genovines and Portuguese moidores and rupees, the Mogul's 
rupees ; and what with the coins I sball give you on your 
birtbday and so fortb, you will bave half your little board 
again in three years^ time, besides the three thousand francs 
in the f unds. What do you say, little girl ? Look up, child ! 
There ! there ! bring it hère, my pet. You owe me a good kiss 
for telling you business secrets and mysteries of the lif e and 
death of five-franc pièces. Five-franc pièces! Yes, indeed, 
the coins live and gad about just like men do; they go and 
come and sweat and multiply.'* 

Eugénie rose and made a few steps towards the door; then 
she tumed abruptly, looked her f ather full in the face, and 
said — 

"AU my gold is gone; I bave none left.'^ 

"AU your gold is gone V^ echoed Grandet, starting up, as 
a horse might rear when the cannon thunders not ten paces 
from him. 

"Yes, it is ail gone.'' 

"Eugénie ! you are dreaming V* 

"No.'' 

"By my fatber's pruning-hook !" Whenever the cooper 
swore in this fashion, the floors and ceilings trembled. 

"Lord bave mercy !" cried Nanon; *Tiow white the mistress 
is !" 

"Grandet, you will kill me with your angry fits," said the 
poor wife. 

"Tut, tut, tut; none of your family ever die. Now, Eu- 
génie ! what bave you donc with your money ?" he burst out 
as he tumed upon her. 
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The gîrl was on her knees beside Mme. Grandet. 

"Look! sir/' she said, "my mother is very ill . . . do 
not kill her." 

Grandet was alarmed; his wife's dark, sallow complezion 
had grown so white. 

"Nanon, corne and help me np to bed," she said in a f eeble 
voiee. "This is killing me . . ." 

Nanon gave an arm to her mistress, and Eugénie sup- 
ported her on the other side; but it was only with the greatest 
diflSeulty that they reached her room, for the poor mother's 
strength eompletely failed her, and she stumbled at every 
step. Grandet was left alone in the parlor. After a while, 
however, he came part of the way upstairs, and called out — 

^^Eugéniel Corne down again as soon as your mother is 
in bed." 

'^es, f ather.'' 

In no long time she retumed to him, after comf orting her 
mother as best she could. 

"Now, my daughter/' Grandet addressed her, ''you will 
tell me where your money is." 

"If I am not perfeetly f ree to do as I like with your prés- 
ents, father, please take them back again," said Eugénie 
eoldly. She went to the chimney-piece for the napoléon, and 
gave it to her f ather. 

Grandet pouneed upon it, and slipped it into his waisteoat 
pocket. 

"I will never give you anything again, I know," he said, 
biting his thumb at her. "You look down on your f ather, 
do you? You hâve no confidence in him? Do you know 
what a f ather is ? If he is not everything to you, he is noth- 
ing. Now; where is your gold ?" 

"I do respect you and love you, f ather, in spite of your an- 

ger; but I would very humbly point out to you that I am 

'twenty-two years old. You hâve told me that I am of âge 

often enough for me to know it. I hâve done as I liked with 

my money, and rest assured that it is in good hands ^" 

'^hose?" 
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^TThat is an inviolable secret/' she said. '*Have you not 
your secrets ?" 

''Am I not the head of my family? May I not be allowed 
to hâve my own business affaire ?'* 

"This is my own affair." 

'Œt mnst be something very unsatisf actory, Mlle. Grandet, 
if you cannot tell your own f ather about it." 

^'It is perfectly satisfactory, and I cannot tell my father 
about it/' 

*Tell me, at any rate, when you parted with your gold/' 

Eugénie shook her head. 

"You still had it on your birthday, hadn't you? Eh?'' 

But if greed had made her father crafty, love had taught 
Eugénie to be wary ; she shook her head again. 

"Did any one ever hear of such obstinacy, or of such a rob- 
bery?" cried Grandet, in a voice which gradually rose till it 
rang through the house. 'TVliat ! hère, in my house, in my 
own house, some one has taken your gold ! Taken ail the gold 
that there was in the place ! And I am not to know who it 
was? Gold is a precious thing. The best of girls go wrong 
and throw themselves away one way or another; that happens 
among great folk, and even among décent citizens ; but think 
of throwing gold away ! For you gave it to somebody, I sup- 
pose, eh?" 

Eugénie gave no sign. 

*T)id any one ever see such a daughter! Can you be a 
child of mine? If you hâve parted with your money, you 
must hâve a receipt for it '^ 

'^as I free to do as I wished with it — ^Yes or No? Was 
it mine ?" 

'TVhy, you are a child." 

"I am of âge." 

At first Grandet was struck dumb by his daughter daring ttJ 
argue with him, and in this way I He tumed pale, stamped, 
flwore, and finding words at last, he shouted — 

^^Accursed serpent ! Misérable girl ! Oh ! you know well 
that I love you, and you take advantage of it! You un- 
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gratefnl child ! She would rob and murder her own f ather ! 
Pardieu! you would hâve thrown ail we hâve at the feet of 
that vagabond with the morocco boots. By my father's 
pnining-hook, I eannot disinherit you, but nom d'un tonneau, 
I can ourse you; you and your cousin and your ehiidren. 
Nothing good can corne out of this; do you hear? If it was 
to Charles that . . . But, no, that is impossible. What 
if that misérable puppy should hâve robbed me?** » 

He glared at his daughter, who was still silent and un- 
moved. 

"She does not stir ! She does not flinch ! She is more of 
a Grandet than I am. You did not give your gold away for 
nothing, anyhow. Come, now ; tell me about it ?" 

Eugénie looked up at her f ather ; her satirical glance exas- 
perated him. 

"Eugénie, this is my house ; so long as you are under your 
father*s roof you must do as your father bids you. The 
priests command you to obey me.** 

Eugénie bent her head again. 

"You are wounding ail my tenderest f eelings,** he went on. 
"Gtet out of my sight until you are ready to obey me. Go 
to your room and stay there until I give you leave to come 
out of it. Nanon will bring you bread and water. Do you 
hear what I say ? Go !'* 

Eugénie burst into tears, and fled away to her mother. 
Grandet took several tums in his garden without heeding the 
snow or the cold; then, suspecting that his daughter would 
be in his wife's room, and delighted with the idea of catching 
them in flagrant disobedience to orders, he climbed the stairs 
as stealthily as a cat, and suddenly appeared in Mme. Gran- 
det*s room. He was right; she was stroking Eugénie*s hair, 
and the giri lay with her face hidden in her mother*s breast. 

"Poor child ! Never mind, your father will relent.'* 

"She has no longer a father!** said the cooper. "Is it 
really possible, Mme. Grandet, that we hâve brought such a 
disobedient daughter into the world ? A pretty bringing up ; 
and pious, too, above ail things ! Well I how is it you are 

XI 
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not in your room? Gome^ off to prison with you; to prison, 
miss/^ 

"Do you mean to take my danghter away from me, sir?^' 
said Mme. Grandet^ as she raised a flushed face and bright, 
f everish eyes. 

"If you want to keep her, take her along with you, and the 
house will be rid of you both at once. . . . Tonnerre! 
Where is the gold? What has become of the gold?^* 
, Eugénie rose to her feet, looked proudly at her f ather, and 
Vent into her room; the goodman tumed the key in the door. 

"Nanon!^* he shouted, "you can rake out the fire in the 
parler;'* then he came back and sat down in an easy-chair 
that stood between the fire and his wif e's bedside, saying as 
he did so, "Of course she gave her gold to that misérable 
seducer Charles, who only cared for our money." 

Mme. Grandet's love for her daughter gave her courage in 
the face of this danger; to ail appearance she was deaf, dumb, 
and blind to ail that was implied by this speech. She tumed 
on her bed so as to avoid the angry glitter of her husband's 
eyes. 

"I knew nothing about ail this,'* she said. 'TTour anger 
makes me so ill, that if my f orebodings corne true I shall only 
leave this room when they carry me out feet foremost. I 
think you might hâve spared me this scène, sir. I, at ail 
events, hâve never caused you any vexation. Your daughter 
loves you, and I am sure she is as innocent as a new-bom 
babe; so do not make her misérable, and take back your word. 
This cold is terribly sharp ; it might make her seriously ill." 

"I shall neither see her nor speak to her. She shaÛ stop 
in her room on bread and water until she has done as her 
f ather bids her. What the devil ! the head of a f amily ought 
to know when gold goes out of his house, and where it goes. 
She had the only rupees that there are in France, for aught 
I know; then there were genovines. besides, and Dutch 
ducats '^ 

"Eugénie is our only child, and even if she had flung them 
into the water ^^ 




" Do you beai what I say 7 Gai" 
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**Into the water!^' shouted the worthy cooper. *^Into the 
water! Mme. Grandet, you are raving ! When I say a thing, 
I mean it, as you know. If you want to hâve peace in the 
house, get her to conf ess to you, and worm this secret out of 
her. Women understand eaeh other, and are eleverer at this 
sort of thing than we are. Whatever she may hâve done, I 
certainly shall not eat her. Is she afraid of me? If she had 
covered her cousin with gold f rom head to f oot, he is saf e on 
the high seas by this time, hein? We cannot run after 
him '' 

"Eeally, sir . . .** his wif e began. 

But Mme. Grandet's nature had developed during her 
daughter's trouble; she felt more keenly, and perhaps her 
thoughts moved more quickly, or it may be that excitement 
and the strain upon her over-wrought nerves had sharpened 
her mental faculties. She saw the wen on her husband*s 
face twitch ominously even as she began to speak, and 
changed her purpose without changing her voice. 

"Eeally, sir, hâve I any more authority over her than you 
hâve ? She has never said a word about it t^ ma She takes 
after you.'^ 

'^Goodness ! your tongue is hung in the middle this mom- 
ing ! Tut, tut, tut ; you are going to fly in my face, I sup- 
pose ? Perhaps you and she are both in it.^' 

He glared at his wif e. 

"Eeally, M. Grandet, if you want to kill me, you hâve only 
to keep on as you are doing. I tell you, sir, and if it were 
to cost me my life, I would say it again — ^you are too hard 
on your daughter; she is a great deal more sensible than you 
are. The money belonged to her; she could only hâve made 
a good use of it, and our good works ought to be known to 
God alone. Sir, I implore you, take Eugénie back into f a- 
vor. It will lessen the eflfect of the shock your anger gave me, 
and perhaps will save my life. My daughter, sir; give me 
back my daughter !" 

'*I am oflf," he said. "It is unbearable hère in my house^ 
whçn a mother and daughter talk and argue as if . . • 
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Brooonhl Ponahl You hâve given me bilter New Year's 
gif ts, Eugénie V' he called. " Yes, yes, cry away ! You shall 
repent it, do you hear? What is the good of taking the sao- 
rament six times a quarter if you give your f ather's gold 
away on the sly to an idle rascal who will break your heart 
when you hâve nothing else left to give him? You will find 
out what he is, that Charles of yours, with his morocco boots 
and his stand-off airs. He can hâve no heart and no con- 
science either, when he dares to carry oflf a poor girl's money 
without the consent of her parents/^ 

As soon as the street-door was shut, Eugénie stole out of 
her room and came to her mother^s bedside. 

^TTou were very brave for your daughter's sake," she said. 

'TTou see where crooked ways lead us, child ! . . . You 
hâve made me tell a lie/^ 

'*0h 1 mother, I will pray to Grod to let ail the punishment 
f ail on me." 

"Is it true?" asked Nanon, coming upstairs in dismay, 
"that mademoiselle hère is to be put on bread and water for 
therestof herlife?" 

'TVliat does it matter, Nanon?" asked Eugénie calmly. 

*TVliy, bef ore I would eat ^kitchen' while the daughter of 
the house is eating dry bread, I would . . . no, no, it 
won^t do." 

"Don't say a word about it, Nanon," Eugénie wamed her. 

"It would stick in my throat; but you shall see." 

Grandet dined alone for the first time in twenty-f our years. 

"So you are a widower, sir," said Nanon. "It is a very 
dismal thing to be a widower when you hâve a wife and 
daughter in the house." 

"I did not speak to you, did I ? Keep a still tongue in your 
head, or you will hâve to go. What hâve you in that saucepan 
^that I can hear boiling away on the stove ?" 

"Some dripping that I am melting down " 

"There will be some people hère this evening; light the 
fire." 

The Cruchots and their friends, Mme. des Orassins and 
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her Bon^ ail came in about eight o'clock^ and to theîr amaze- 
ment saw neither Mme. Grandet nor her daughter. 

"My wife is not very well to-day, and Eugénie is upstairs 
with her/* replied the old eooper, without a trace of pertur- 
bation on his face. 

After an hour spent in more or less trivial talk, Mme. des 
Grassins, who had gone upstairs to see Mme. Grandet, came 
down again to the dining-room, and was met with a gênerai 
inquiry of "How is Mme. Grandet ?" 

"She is very far from well," the lady said gravely. 
''Her health seems to me to be in a very precarious state. At 
her time of life you ought to take great care of her, papa 
Grandet." 

"We shall see," said the vinegrower abstractedly, and the 
whole party took leave of him. As soon as the Cruchots were 
out in the street and the door was shut behind them, Mme. 
des Grafisins turned to them and said, "Something has hap- 
pened among the Grandets. The mother is very ill ; she her- 
self has no idea how ill she is, and the girPs eyes are red, as 
if she had been crying for a long while. Are they wanting 
to marry her against her will?" 

That night, when the cooper had gone to bed, Nanon, in 
list slippers, stole up to Eugénie^s room, and displayed a 
raised pie, which she had managed to bake in a saucepan. 

"Hère, mademoiselle," said the kind soûl, "Comoiller 
brought a hare for me. You eat so little that the pie will last 
you for quite a week, and there is no f ear of its spoiling in 
this frost. You shall not live on dry bread, at any rate; it 
is not at ail good for you." 

"Poor Nanon!" said Eugénie, as she pressed the girPs 
haad. 

"I hâve made it very dainty and nice, and he never found 
out about it. I paid for the lard and the bay-leaves out of 
my six francs ; I can surely do as I like with my own money," 
and the old servant fled, thinking that she heard Grandet 
stining. 



166 BUGENIE 6BANDBT 

Several months went by. The cooper went to see hîs wif e 
at varîous times in the day, and never mentioned his daugh- 
ter's name — ^never saw her, nor made the slightest allusion 
to her. Mme. GrandeVs health grew worse and worse; she 
had not once lef t her room since that terrible January mom- 
ing. But nothing shook the old coopères détermination; he 
was hard, cold, and unyielding as a bloek of granité. He 
came and went^ his manner of life was in nowise altered; 
but he did not stammer now, and he talked less; perhaps, 
too^ in matters of business^ people found him harder than 
before, but errors crept into his book-keeping. 

Something had certainly happened in the Grandet family, 
both Cruchotins and Grassinistes were agreed on that head; 
and '^hat can be the matter with the Qrandets?" beeame 
a stock question which people asked each other at every social 
gathering in Saumur. • 

Eugénie went regularly to church, escorted by Nanon. 
If Mme. des Grassins spoke to her in the porch as she came 
out, the girl would answer evasively, and the lady's curiosity 
remained ungratified. But after two months spent in this 
fashion it was almost impossible to hide the real state of 
aff airs f rom Mme. des Grassins or f rom the Cruchots ; a time 
came when ail pretexts were exhausted, and Eugénie^s con- 
stant absence still demanded an explanation. A little later^ 
though no one could say how or when the secret leaked out, 
it beeame common property, and the whole town knew that 
ever since New Year's Day Mlle. Grandet had been locked up 
in her room by her f ather^s orders, and that there she lived 
on bread and water in solitary confinement^ and without a 
fire. Nanon, it was reported, cooked dainties for her, and 
brought food secretly to her room at night. Purther par- 
ticulars were known. It was even said that only when Gran- 
det was out of the house could the young girl nurse her 
mother, or indeed see her at ail. 

People blamed Grandet severely. He was regarded as an 
outlaw, as it were, by the whole town; ail his hardness, his 
bad faith was remembered against him, and every one 
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shunned him. They whispered and pointed at him as he 
went by; and as bis daughter passed along the crooked street 
on her way to mass or to vespers, with Nanon at her side, 
people would hurry to their Windows and look curîously at 
the wealthy heiress^ face — ^a face so sad and so divinely 
sweet. 

The town gossip reached her ears as slowly as ît reaehed 
her f ather^s. Her imprisonment and her f ather's displeasure 
were as nothing to her; had she not her map of the world? 
And f rom her window could she not see the little bench, the 
old wall^ and the garden walks? Was not the sweetness of 
those past kisses still npon her lips? So, sustained by love 
and by the eonsciousness of her innocence in the sigbf of 
God, she could patiently endure her solitary life and her 
father's anger; but there was another sorrow, so deep and 
so overwhelming that Eugénie could not find a refuge f rom 
it. The gentle, patient mother was gradually passing away; 
it seemed as if the beauty of her soûl shone out more and 
more brightly in those dark days as she drew nearer to the 
tomb. Eugénie often bitterly blamed herself for this illness, 
telling herself that she had been the innocent cause of the 
painful malady that was slowly consuming her mother's life; 
and, in spite of ail her mother said to comfort her, this re- 
morseful f eeling made her cling more closely to the love she 
was to lose so soon. Every moming, as soon as her father 
had lef t the house, she went to sit at her mother^s bedside. 
Nanon used to bring her breakfast to her there. But for 
poor Eugénie in her sadness, this suffering was almost more 
than she could bear; she looked at her mother's face, and 
then ait Nanon, with tears in her eyes, and was dumb; she 
did not dare to speak of her cousin now. It was always Mme. 
Grandet who began to talk of him ; it was she who was f orced 
to say, ^TVTiere is hef Why does he not write?^' 

Neither mother nor daughter had any idea of the distance. 

*Tjet us think of him without talking about him, mother/* 
Eugénie would answer. 'TTou are suffering; you come before 
every one ;** and when she said, "every one,** Eugénie meant 
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"I have no wish to live any longer, chiidren," Mme. Gran- 
det used to say. "God in His protecting care has led me to 
look forward joyfuUy to death as the end of my sorrows." 

Everything that she said was full of Christian piety. For 
the first few months of the year her husband breakf asted in 
her room, and always, as he walked restlessly about, he heard 
the same words from her, uttered with angelie gentleness, 
but with firmness; the near approach of death had given her 
the courage which she had lacked ail her lif e. 

"Thank you, sir, for the interest which you take in my 
health,*^ she said in response to the merest formality of an 
inquiry; 'T)ut if you really wish to sweeten the bittemess of 
my last moments, and to alleviate my sufferings, f orgive our 
daughter, and act like a Christian, a husband, and a tsihei" 

At thèse words Grandet would come and sit down by the 
bed, much as a man who is threatened by a shower betakee 
himself resignedly to the nearest sheltering archway. He 
would say nothing, and his wife might say what she liked. 
To the most pathetic, loving, and fervent prayers, he would 
reply, "My poor wife, you are looking a bit pale to-day." 

His daughter seemed to have passed entirely out of his 
mind; the mention of her name brought no change over 
his stony face and hard-set mouth. He always gave the same 
vague answers to her pleadings, couched in almost the same 
words, and did not heed his wif e*s white face, nor the tears 
that flowed down her cheeks. 

"May God forgive you, as I do, sir," she said. 'TTou will 
have need of mercy some day." 

Since his wife^s illness had begun he had not ventured to 
make use of his formidable "Tut, tut, tut/' but his tyranny 
was not relaxed one whit by his wife's angelie gentleness. 

Her plain face was growing almost beautiful now as a 
beautif ul nature showed itself more and more, and her soûl 
grew absolute. It seemed as if the spirit of prayer had puri- 
îed and refined the homely f eatures — as if they were lit up 
t)y some inner light. Which of us has not known such faces 
as this, and seen their final transfiguration — ^the triumph of 
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a soûl that bas dwelt for so long among pure and lofty 
thoughts that they set their seal unmîstakably upon the 
roughest linéaments at last? The sight of this transforma- 
tion wrought by the physical suflPering "which stripped the 
soûl of the rags of humanity that hid it^ had a certain effect^ 
however f eeble, upon that man of bronze — ^the old cooper. A 
!stubbom habit of silence had succeeded to his old contemptu- 
ous ways, a wish to keep up his dignity as a f ather of a f amily 
was apparently the motive for this course. 

The f aithf ul Nanon no sooner showed herself in the market 
place than people began to rail at her master and to make 
jokes at his expense; but however loudly public opinion con- 
demned old Grandet, the maid-servant, jealous for the honor 
of the family, stoutly defended him. 

'^ell, now," she would say to those who spoke ill of her 
master, "don't we ail grow barder as we grow older? And 
would you bave him différent f rom other people ? Just hold 
your lying tongues. Mademoiselle lives like a queen. She 
is ail by herself no doubt, but she likes it; and my master 
and mistress hâve their very good reasons for what they do/' 

At last, one evening towards the end of spring, Mme. Gran- 
det, f eeling that this trouble, even more than her illness, was 
shortening her days, and that any f urther attempt on her part 
to obtain forgiveness for Eugénie was hopeless, confided her 
troubles to the Cruchots. 

"To put a girl of twenty-three on a diet of bread and 
water! . . .'* cried the Président de Bonfons, "and with- 
out just and suflScient cause! Why, that constitutes légal 
cruelty; she might lodge a complaint; in as much as " 

"Come, nephew,'' said the notary, "that is enough of your 
law court jargon. Be easy, madame; I will bring this im- 
prisonment to an end to-morrow.^' 

Eugénie heard, and came out of her room. 

"Gentlemen,'^ she said, impelled by a certain pride, "do 
nothing in this matter, I beg of you. My father is master in 
his own bouse, and so long as I live under his roof I ought to 
obey him. No one bas any right to criticise his conduct ; be is 
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answerable to God, and to God alone. If you hâve any f riendly 
f eeling for me, I entreat you to say nothing whatever about 
xhis. If you expose my father to censure, you would lower 
us ail in the eyes of the world. I am very thankful to you, 
gentlemen, for the interest you hâve taken in me, and you 
will oblige me still f urther if you will put a etop to the gossip 
that is going on in the town. I only heard of it by accident/' 

"She is right," said Mme. Grandet. 

'TMademoiselle, the best possible way to stop people^s talk 
would be to set you at liberty,'' said the old notary respect- 
fuUy; he was struck with the beauty which solitude and love 
and sadness had brought into Eugénie's face. 

*TVell, Eugénie, leave it in M. Cruchot^s hands, as he seems 
to think success is certain. He knows your father, and he 
knows, too, how to put the matter bef ore him. You and your 
father must be reconciled at ail costs, if you want me to be 
happy during the little time I hâve yet to live." 

The next moming Grandet went out to take a certain 
number of tums round the little garden, a habit that he had 
fallen into during Eugénie's incarcération. He chose to 
take the air while Eugénie was dressing; and when he had 
reached the great walnut tree, he stood behind it for a few 
moments and looked at her window. He watched her as she 
brushed her long hair, and there was a sharp struggle doubt- 
less, between his natural stubbom will and a longing to take 
his daughter in his arms and kiss her. 

He would often go to sit on the little worm-eaten bench 
where Charles and Eugénie had vowed to love each other f or- 
ever; and she, his daughter, also watched her father fur- 
tively, or looked into her glass and saw him reflected there, 
and the garden and the bench. If he rose and began to walk 
again, she went to sit in the window. It was pleasant to her 
to be there. She studied the bit of old wall, the délicate 
sprays of wild flowers that grew in its crevices, the maiden- 
hair fem, the morning glories, and a little plant with thick 
leaves and white or yellow flowers, a sort of stone-crop that 
grows everywhere among the vines at Saumur and Touis. 
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Old M. Cruchot came early on a bright June moming and 
found the vinegrower sitting on the little bench with his 
back against the walI, absorbed in watching his daughter. 

*^hat can I do for you, M. Cruchot ?" he asked, as he be- 
came aware of the notary^s présence. 

"I hâve corne about a matter of business." 

"Aha I Hâve you some gold to exchange for crowns ?" 

"No, no. It is not a question of money this time, but of 
your daughter Eugénie. Everybody is talking about you 
and her." 

"What business is it of theirs? A man^s house is his 
castle." 

"Just so; and a man can kill himself if he has a mind, or 
he can do worse, he can throw his money out of the vrindows." 

^^hat?" 

"Eh! but your wife is very ill, my friend. You ought 
even to call in M. Bergerin, her life is in danger. If she were 
to die for want of proper care, you would hear of it, I am 
sure." 

"Tut, tut, tut ! you know what is the matter with her, and 
when once one of thèse doctors sets foot in your house, they 
will come five or six times a day." 

"Af ter ail, Grandet, you will do as you think best. We are 
old f riends ; there is no one in ail Saumur who has your in- 
terests more at heart than I, so it was only my duty to let 
you know this. Whatever happens, you are responsible, and 
you understand your own business, so there it is. Besides, 
that was not what I came to speak about. There is something 
else more serions for you, perhaps ; for, af ter ail, you do not 
wish to kill your wife, she is too useful to you. Just think 
what your position would be if anything happened to Mme. 
Grandet ; you would hâve your daughter to face. You would 
hâve to give an account to Eugénie of her mother's share 
of your joint estate; and if she chose, your daughter might 
demand her mother's fortune, for she, and not you, will suc- 
ceed to it; and in that case, you might hâve to sell Froid- 
fond." 



172 BUGBNIB ORANDBT 

Crachotas words were like a boit from the blue; for much 
as the worthy cooper knew about business, he knew very little 
law. The idea of a f orced sale had never oceurred to him. 

"So I should strongly recommend you to treat her kiiidly/* 
the notary eoneluded. 

'^But do you know what she bas done, Cruehot ?** 

"No. What was it ?" asked the notary ; he f elt curious to 
know the reason of the quarrel, and a confidence from old* 
Grandet was an interesting novelty. 

"She bas given away her gold." 

"Oh! well, it belonged to her, didn't it?'' 

"That is what they ail say l" said the goodman, letting bis 
arms f ail with a tragic gesture. 

"And for a trifle like that you would not shut yourself out 
from ail hope of any concessions which you will want her to 
make if her mother dies ?" 

"Ah 1 do you call six thousand francs in gold a trifle ?" 

"Ehl my old friend, bave you any idea what it will cost 
you to bave your property valued and divided if Eugénie 
should compel you to do so ?" 

'^hat would it cost ?" 

"Two, three, or even four thousand francs. How could 
you know what it is wortb unless you put it up to public auc- 
tion? While if you come to an understanding ^" 

"By my father's pruning-hook !" cried the vinegrower, 
sinking back, and tuming quite pale, '^e virill see about 
this, Cruehot." 

After a moment of agony or of dumb bewilderment, the 
worthy man spoke, with bis eyes fixed on bis neigbbor's face. 
'TJif e is very bard !" he said. "It is f uU of troubles. Cru- 
ehot," he went on, earnestly, "you are incapable of deceiving 
me ; give me your word of honor that this ditty of yours bas 
a solid foundation. Let me look at the Code; I want to see 
the Code !" 

"My poor Anend," said the notary, "I ought to understand 
my own profession." 

"Then it is really true? I sball be plundered, cheated, 
robbed, and murdered by my own daugbterl" 
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*'8he îfl her mothert heiress/' 

"Then what is the good of havîng children ? Oh ! my wif e, 
I love my wife; luckily she bas a sound constitution; she is a 
La Bertellière/' 

"She has not a month to live/' 

The cooper struck his f orehead^ took a few paees^ and then 
came back again. 

"What is to be donc?'' he demanded of Cruchot, with a 
tragic expression on his face. 

"Well, perhaps Eugénie might simply give up her claims to 
her mother^s property. You do not mean to disinherit her, 
do you? But do not treat her harshly if you want her to 
make a concession of that kind. I am speaking against my 
own interests, my f riend. How do I make a living but by 
drawing up inventories and conveyanees and deeds of ar- 
rangement and by winding up estâtes?" 

"We shall see, we shall see. Let us say no more about this 
now, Cruchot. You bave wrung my very soûl. Hâve you 
taken any gold lately?" 

"No ; but I bave some old louis, nine or ten perhaps, which 
you can bave. Look hère, my good friend, make it up with 
Eugénie; ail Saumur is pointing a finger at you." 

"The rogues !" 

"Well, consols bave risen to ninety-nine, so you should be 
satisfied for once in your life." 

"At ninety-nine, Cruchot ?" 

'TTes." 

"Hey! hey! ninety-nine!" the old man said, as he went 
with the notary to the street door. He f elt too much agitated 
by what he had just heard to stay quietly at home; so he went 
up to his wife^s room. 

"Come, mother, you raay spend the day with your daughter, 
I am going to Froidfond. Be good, both of you, while I am 
away. This is our wedding day, dear wife. — Stay ! hère are 
ten crowns for you, for the Fête-Dieu procession; you bave 
wanted to give it for long enough. Take a holiday! hâve 
some fun, keep up your spirits and get well. Vive la joieT 
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He threw down ten crowns of six francs each npon the bed, 
took her face in his hands, and kissed her on the forehead. 

'TTou are f eeling better, dear wif e, are you not ?*' 

*^ut how can you think of receiving God, who forgives, 
înto your house, when you hâve shut your heart against your 
daughter?'^ she said, with deep f eeling in her voice. 

"Tut, tut, tut!" said the father soothingly; "we will see 
about that." 

"Merciful heaven ! Eugénie !" called her mother, her face 
flushed with joy ; "Eugénie, corne and give your father a kiss, 
you are f orgiven !" But her worthy father had vanished. He 
fled with ail his might in the direction of his vineyards, 
where he set himself to the task of constructing his new world 
out of this chaos of strange ideas. 

Grandet had just entered upon his sixty-seventh year. 
Avarice had gained a stronger hold upon him during the past 
two years of his life; indeed, ail lasting passions grow with 
man^s growth; and it had corne to pass with him, as with ail 
men whose lives are ruled by one master-idea, that he clung 
with ail the force of his imagination to the symbol which 
represented that idea for him. Gold — to hâve gold, that he 
might see and touch it, had become with him a perfect mono- 
mania. His disposition to tyrannize had also grown with his 
love of money, and it seemed to him to be monstrous that he 
should be called upon to give up the least portion of his prop- 
erty on the death of his wif e. Was he to render an account 
of her fortune, and to hâve an inventory drawn up of every- 
thing he possessed — personalty and real estate, and put it ail 
up to auction ? 

"That would be stark ruîn," he said aloud to himself, as 
he stood among his vines and examined their stems. 

He made up his mind at last, and came back to Saumur 
at dinner time fuUy determined on his course. He would 
humor Eugénie, and coax and cajole her so that he might 
die royally, keeping the control of his millions in his hands 
until his latest sigh. It happened that he let himself in with 
his master key; he crept noiselessly as a wolf up the stairs to 
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his wife^s room, whîch he entered just as Eugénie waa setting 
the dressing-case, in ail its golden glory, upon her mother^s 
bed. The two women had stolen a pleasure in Grandet^s ab- 
sence; they were looking at the portraits and traeing ont 
Charles' features in his niother's likeness. 

"li is jnst his f orehead and his mouth !'' Eugénie was say- 
ing, as the vinegrower opened the door. 

Mme. Grandet saw how her husband's eyes darted upon the 
gold. "Oh 1 God hâve pity upon us !" she cried. 

The vinegrower seized upon the dressing-ease as a tiger 
might spring upon a sleeping ehild. 

"What may this be?" he said, carrying oflf the treasure to 
the window, where he ensconced himself with it. "Gold! 
solid gold !" he cried, "and plenty of it too ; there is a couple 
of pounds' weight hère. Aha ! so this was what Charles gave 
you in exchange for your pretty gold pièces ! Why did you 
not tell me? It was a good stroke of business, Ûttle girl. 
You are your father's own daughter, I see. (Eugénie trem- 
bled from head to foot.) This belong& to Charles, doesn't 
it?" the goodman went on. 

^TTes, father; it is not mine. That case is a sacred trust.'* 

"Tut, tut, tut ! he has gone oflE with your money ; you ought 
to make good the loss of your little treasure." 

"Oh ! father ! . . ." 

The old man had taken out his pocket-knife, with a view 
to wrenching away a plate of the precious métal, and for the 
moment had been obliged to lay the case on a chair beside 
him. Eugénie sprang forward to secure her treasure; but 
the cooper, who had kept an eye upon his daughter as well 
as upon the casket, put out his arm to prevent this, and 
thrust her back so roughly that she f ell on to the bed. 

"Sir ! sir !" cried the mother, rising and sitting upright. 

Grandet had drawn out his knife, and was about to insert 
the blade beneath the plate. 

"Father!" cried Eugénie, going down on her knees and 
dragging herself nearer to him as she knelt ; "father, in the 
name of ail the saints, and the Holy Virgin, for the sake of 
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Christ who died on the cross, for jour own souFs salvation, 
f ather^ if you hâve any regard for my lif e, do not touch it ! 
The case is not yoiirs^ and it is not mine. It belongs to an 
nnhappy kinsman^ who gave it into my keeping, and I ought 
to give it back to him imtonched/' 

'^hat do yon look at it for if it is a deposit ? Looking at 
it is worse than tonching it/' 

*^Do not pull it to pièces, f ather ! You will bring dishonor 
upon me. Father ! do you hear me ?" 

"For pity's sake, sir V^ entreated the mother. 

"Father !" 

The shrill cry rang through the house and brought the 
frightened Nanon upstairs. Eugénie caught up a knife that 
lay within her reach. 

^TV^ell?" said Grandet, calmly, with a cold smile on his 
lips. 

"Sir ! you are killing me !" said the mother. 

"Father, if you eut away a single scrap of gold, I shall stab 
myself with this knife. It is your doing that my mother is 
dying, and now my death will also be laid at your door. It 
shall be wound for wound." 

Grandet held his knife suspended above the case, looked 
at his daughter, and hesitated. 

''Would you really do it, Eugénie?" he asked. 

"Yes, sir !" said the mother. 

"She would do as she says," cried Nanon. "Do be sensible, 
sir, for once in your life." 

The cooper wavered for a moment, looking first at the gold, 
and then at his daughter. 

Mme. Grandet fainted. 

There ! sir, you see, the mistress is dying," cried Nanon. 
There! there! child, do not let us fall out about a box. 
Just take it back!" cried the cooper hastily, throwing the 
case on to the bed. "And, Nanon, go for M. Bergerin. Corne ! 
come! mother," he said, and he kissed his wife's hand; 
"never mind, there ! there ! we hâve made it up, haven't we, 
little girl? No more dry bread; you shall eat whatever yox? 
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like . . . Ah ! she is opening her eyes. Well, now, little 
mother, dear little mother^ don't take on sol LookT I am 
going to kiss Eugénie ! She loves her cousin, does she? She 
shall marry him if she likes ; she shaU keep his little case for 
him. But you must live for a long while yet, my poor wif e ! 
Corne I tum your head a little. listen ! you shall hâve the 
finest altar at the Fête-Dieu that has ever heen seen in Sau- 
mur/' 

"Ohl mon Dieu! how can you treat your wife and daugh- 
ter in this way I^' moaned Mme. Grandet. 

**I will never do so again, never again V^ eried the cooper. 
'TTou shall see, my poor wife.^' 

He went to his strong room and retumed with a handf ul 
of louis d'or, whieh he scattered on the coverlet. 

"There ! Eugénie, there ! wife, those are for you,** he said, 
fingering the gold coins as they lay. **Come ! cheer up, and 
get well, you shall want for nothing, neither you nor Eu- 
génie. There are a hundred louis for her. You will not give 
them away, will you, eh, Eugénie?'* 

Mme. Grandet and her daughter gazed at each other in 
amazement. 

"Take back the money, father; we want nothing, nothing 
but your love.*' 

"Ohl well, just as you like," he said, as he pocketed the 
louis, '^et us live together like good friends. Let us ail go 
down to the dining-room and hâve dinner, and play loto 
every evening, and put our two sous into the pool, and be as 
merry as the maids. Ehl my wife?'* 

"Alas ! how I wish that I could, if you would like it," said 
the dying woman, *Tbut I am not strong enough to get up." 

"Poor motherl said the cooper, "you do not know how 
much I love you; and you too, child !" 

He drew his daughter to him and embraced her with 
fervor. 

"Ohl how pleasant it is to kiss one*s daughter after a 
squabble, my little girl ! There ! mother, do you see ? We are 
quite at one again now. Just go and lock that away," he said 
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to Eugénie^ as he pointed to the case. 'TPhere ! there ! donH 
be frightened; I will never say another word to you about iV 

M. Bergerin, who was regarded as the cleverest doctor in 
Saumur, came before very long. He told Grandet plainly 
after the interview that the patient was very seriously ill; 
that any excitement might be fatal to her; that with a light 
diet, perfect tranquillity, and the most constant care, her life 
might possibly be prolonged until the end of the autumn. 

"Will it be an expensive illness?'* asked the worthy house- 
holder. "Will she want a lot of physic ?" 

"N"ot much physic, but very caref ul nursing/* answered the 
doctor, who conld not help smiling. 

"After ail, M. Bergerin, you are a man of honor," said 
Grandet uneasily. **I can dépend upon you, can I not? 
Corne and see my wife whenever, and as often as you think 
it really necessary. Préserve her life. My good wife — ^I am 
very fond of her, you see, though I may not show it; it is ail 
shut up inside me, and I am one that takes things terribly 
to heart ; I am in trouble too. It ail began with my brother's 
death; I am spending, oh ! — ^heaps of money in Paris for him, 
— ^the very eyes out of my head in f act, and it seems as if 
there were no end to it. Good day, sir. If you can save my 
wife, save her, even if it takes a hundred, or two hundred 
francs.'^ 

In spite of Grandet's fervent wishes that his wife might be 
restored to health, for this question of the inheritance was 
like a foretaste of death for him; in spite of his readiness to 
fulfil the least wishes of the astonished mother and daughter 
in every possible way; in spite of Eugénie's tenderest and 
most devoted care, it was évident that- Mme. Grandet^s life 
was rapidly drawing to a close. Day by day she grew weaker, 
and, as often happens at her time of life, she had no strength 
to resist the disease that was wasting her away. She seemed 
to hav^e no more vitality than the autumn leaves ; and as the 
sunlight shining through the leaves tums them to gold, so 
she seemed to be transformed by the light of heaven. Her 
death was a fitting close to her life, a death whoUy Christian; 
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Î8 not that sayîng that it was sublime? Her love for her 
daughter, her meek virtues, her angelic patience, had never 
shone more brightly than in that month of Oetober, 1822, 
when she passed away. AU throngh her illness she had never 
nttered the slightest eomplaint, and her spotless soul left 
earth for heaven with but one regret — for the daughter whose 
sweet companionship had been the solace of her dreary life, 
and for whom her dying eyes foresaw troubles and sorrows 
manifold. She trembled at the thought of this lamb, spotless 
as she herself was, left alone in the world among selfish beings 
who sought to despoil her of her fleece, her treasure. 

"There is no happiness save in heaven/* she said just bef ore 
fihe died;^you will know that one day, my ehild/* 

On the morrow after her mother's death, it seemed to Eu- 
génie that she had yet one more reason for elinging fondly 
to the old house where she had been born, and where she had 
f ound life so hard of late — it became for her the place where 
her mother had died. She could not see the old chair set on 
little bloeks of wood, the place by the window where her 
mother used to sit, without shedding tears. Her father 
showed her such tenderness, and took such care of her, that 
she began to think that she had never understood his nature; 
he used to come to her room and take her down to breakf ast 
on his arm, and sit looking at her for whole hours with some- 
thing almost like kindness in his eyes, with the same brooding 
look that he gave his gold. Indeed, the old cooper almost 
trembled before his daughter, and was altogether so unlike 
himself, that Nanon and the Cruchotins wondered at thèse 
signs of weakness, and set it down to his advanced âge; they 
began to f car that the old man's mind was giving way. But 
when the day came on which the f amily began to wear their 
mouming, M. Cruchot, who alone was in his clientes confi- 
dence, was invited to dinner, and thèse mysteries .were ex- 
plained. Grandet waited till the table had been cleared, 
and the doors carefully shut. 

Then he began. *^My dear child, you are your mother's 
heiress, and there are some little matters of business that we 
must settle between us. Is not that so, eh, Cruchot?" 
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'Ib it leally pxessiiig; mnst it be settled to-day, father?^ 

'Tes, yes, little girL I conld not endure this suspense any 
longer, and I am sure that you wonld not make things hard 
for me." 

'*0h! father '^ 

''Well, then, eveiything mnst be decided to-nighf 

"Then what do yon want me to do ?" 

''Why, little girl, it is not for me to tell yon. You tell her, 
Cruehot/' 

'Mademoiselle, your father wants neither to divide nor to 
sell his property, nor to pay a heavy succession duty upon the 
ready money he may happen to hâve just now. So if thèse 
complications are to be avoided, there must be no inventory 
made out, and ail the property must remain undivided for 
the présent " 

''Cruchot, are you quite sure of what you are saying that 
you talk in this way bef ore a child ?" 

'Tiet me say what I hâve to say, Grandet/' 

'TTes, yes, my f riend. Neither you nor my daughter would 
plunder me. You would not plunder me, would you, little 
girir 

''But what am I to do, M. Cruchot ?" asked Eugénie, losing 
patience. 

"Well,'* said the notary, '^ou must sign this deed, by which 
you renounce your claims to your mother^s property; the 
property would be secured to you, but your father would hâve 
the use of it for his lif e, and there would be no need to make 
a division now.*' 

"I understand nothing of ail this that you are saying,^' Eu- 
génie answered ; "give me the deed, and show me where I am 
to sign my name.^' 

Orandet looked from the document to his daughter, and 
again from his daughter to the document. His agitation was 
so great that he actually wiped several drops of perspiration 
from his f orehead. 

"I would much rather you simply waived ail claim to your 
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poor dear mother^B property, little girl/* he broke in, **iii- 
stead of signing that deed. It will cost a lot to register it. I 
would rather you renouneed your claims and trusted to me for 
the future. I would allow you a good round sum, say a hun- 
dred francs every month. You could pay for masses then, 
you see ; you could hâve masses said for any one that . . . 
Eh? A hundred francs (in livres) every month ?^* 

"I will do just as you like, f ather/* 

"Mademoiselle/' said the notary, "it is my duty to point out 
to you that you are robbing yourself without guarantee *' 

''Eh! mon Dieu!" she answered. ^TV^hat does that matter 
to me?" 

"Do be quiet, Cruchot. So it is settled, quite settled V^ cried 
Grandet, taking his daughter's hand and striking his own 
into it. 'TTou will not go back from your word, Eugénie? 
You are a good girl, hein !" 

"Oh ! f ather " 

In his joy he embraced his daughter, almost suJBEocating her 
as he did so. 

"There! child, you hâve given fresh life to your f ather; 
but you are only giving him what he gave you, so we are quits. 
This is how business ought to be conducted, and life is a busi- 
ness transaction. Bless you ! You are a good girl, and one 
that really loves her old f ather. You can do as you lîke now. 
Then good-bye till to-morrow, Cruchot," he added, turning to 
the horrified notary. ^TTou will see that the deed of renun- 
ciation is properly drawn up for the clerk of the court." 

By noon next day the déclaration was drawn up, and Eu- 
génie herself signed away ail her rights to her héritage. Yet 
a year slipped by, and the cooper had not kept his promise, 
and Eugénie had not received a sou of the monthly income 
which was to hâve been hers; when Eugénie spoke to him 
about it, half laughingly, he could not help blushing; he hur- 
ried up to his room, and when he came down again he handed 
her about a third of the jeweiry which he had purchased of his 
nephew. v 

"There I child," he said, with a certain sarcastic ring in his 
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voice; *Vill you take thèse for your twelve hundred francs?^' 
"Oh! father, really? Will you really give them to me?" 
'TToTi shall hâve as much next year again," said he, flinging 
it into her lap ; "and so, bef ore very long, you will hâve ail his 
trinkets/' he added, rubbing his hands. He had made a very 
good bargain, thanks to his daughter's sentiment abont the 
jeweiry, and was in high good humor. 
f Yet, although the old man was still haie and vigorons, he 
began to see that he mnst take his daughter into his confi- 
dence, and that she mnst leam to manage his concems. So 
with this end in view he required her to be présent while he 
gave ont the daily stores, and for two years he made her re- 
ceive the portion of the rent which was paid in kind. Grad- 
ually she came to know the names of the vineyards and 
f arms ; he took her with him when he visited his tenants. By 
the end of the third year he considered the initiation was com- 
plète; and, in truth, she had fallen into his ways nnqnestion- 
ingly, till it had become a matter of habit with her to do as 
her father had done before her. He had no further doubts, 
gave over the keys of the storeroom into her keeping, and in- 
stalled her as mistress of the house. 

Five years went by in this way, and no event distnrbed 
their monotonons existence. Eugénie and her father lived a 
life of methodical routine with the same regularity of move- 
ment that characterized the old clock; doing the same things 
at the same hour day after day, year after year. Every one 
knew that there had been a profound sorrow in Mlle. Gran- 
det^s life; every circle in Saumur had its théories of this 
secret trouble, and its suspicions as to the state of the heiress' 
heart, but she never let f ail a word that could enlighten any 
one on either point. 

She saw no one but the three Cruchots and a f ew of their 
friends, who had gradually been admitted as visitors to the 
house. Under their instruction she had mastered the game 
of whist, and they dropped in neariy every evening for a rub- 
ber. In the year 1827 her father began to feel the infirmities 
of âge, and was obliged to take her still further into his con* 
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fidence ; she leamed the f ull extent of bis landed possessions, 
and was recommended in ail cases of diflSculty to refer to the 
notary Cruchot, whose integrity eould be depended upon. 
Grandet bad reached the âge of eighty-two, and towards the 
end of the year bad a paralytie seiznre, f rom wbicb be never 
rallied. M. Bergerin gave him np, and Eugénie realized that 
very sbortly she would be quite alone in the world ; the thonght 
drew ber more elosely to her father; she elung to this last link 
of affection that bound her to another soûl. Love was ail the 
world for her, as it is for ail women wbo love; and Charles 
bad gone out of her world. She nursed her father with sub- 
lime dévotion; the old man^s intellect bad grown feeble, but 
the greed of gold bad become an instinct wbicb survived bis 
faculties. 

Grandet died as be bad lived. Every moming dnring that 
slow death be bad bimself wbeeled across bis room to a place 
beside the fire, wbence be could keep the door of bis cabinet 
in view; on the other side of the door, no doubt lay bis 
boarded treasures of gold. He sat there, passive and motion- 
less; but if any one entered the room, he would glance un- 
easily at the new-comer, and then at the door with its sheath- 
ing of iron plates. He would ask the meaning of every sound, 
bowever faint, and, to the notary's amazement, the old man 
beard the dog bark in the yard at the back of the bouse. He 
Toused f rom this apparent stupor at the proper bour on the 
days for receiving his rents and dues, for settling accounts 
with bis vine-dressers, and giving receipts. Then he sbifted 
bis armcbair round on its casters, until be f aced the door of 
his cabinet, and his daughter was called upon to open it, and 
to put away the little bags of money in neat piles, one upon 
the other. He would watch her until it was ail over and the 
door was locked again; and as soon as she bad retumed the 
precious key to him, be would tum round noiselessly and 
take up bis old position, putting the key in bis waistcoat 
pocket, where he f elt for it f rom time to time. 

His old friend the notary f elt sure that it was only a ques- 
tion of time, and that Eugénie must of necessity marry bis 
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nephew the magistrate^ unless^ indeed, Charles Grandet re- 
tumed; so he redoubled his attentions. He came every day 
to take Grandet^s instructions, went at his bidding to Froid- 
fond, to farm and meadow and vineyard; sold vintages, and 
exchanged ail moneys received for gold, which was secretly 
sent to join the piles of bags stored up in the cabinet. 

Then death came up close at last, and the vinegrower's 
strong f rame wrestled with the Destroyer. Even in those days 
he would sit as usual by the fire, f acing the door of his cabi- 
net. He used to drag off the blankets that they wrapped 
round him, and try to fold them, and say to Nanon, *Tjock 
that up; lock that up, or they will rob me.'' 

So long as he could open his eyes, where the last sparks of 
lif e seemed to linger, they used to tum at once to the door of 
the room where ail his treasures lay, and he would say to his 
daughter, in tones that seemed to thrill with a panic of f ear-^ 

^'Are they there stïllV 

'^es, f ather.'' 

'TKeep watch over the gold 1 . . . Let me see the gold.'' 

Then Eugénie used to spread out the louis on a table bef ore 
him, and he would sit for whole hours with his eyes fixed on 
the louis in an unseeing stare, like that of a child who begins 
to see for the first time; and sometimes a weak infantine smile, 
painful to see, would steal across his features. 

"Thatwarms mel" he muttered more than once, and his 
face expressed a perfect content. 

When the curé came to administer the sacrament, ail the 
life seemed to hâve died out of the miser's eyes, but they lit 
up for the first time for many hours at the sight of the silver 
crucifix, the candlesticks, and holy water vessel, ail of silver; 
he fixed his gaze on the precious métal, and the wen twitched 
for the last time. 

As the priest hèld the gilded crucifix above him that the 
image of Christ might be laid to his lips, he made a frightful 
effort to clutch it — ^a last effort which cost him his life. He 
called to Eugénie, who saw nothing; she was kneeling beside 
him, bathing in tears the hand that was growing cold already. 
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**GiTe me yonr blessing, father/' she entreated. 'fBe very 
caref ul I^^ the last words came f rom him ; "one day you will 
render an account to me of everything hère below." Which 
ntterance clearly shows that a miser should adopt Christianity 
as his religion. 

So Eugénie Grandet was alone in the world, and her honse 
was left to her desolate. There was no one but Nanon with 
whom she eould talk over her troubles ; she eould look into no 
other eyes and find a response in them ; big Nanon was the 
only human being who loved her for herself . For Eugénie, 
Nanon was a providence; she was no longer a servant, she was 
a humble friend. 

M. Cruchot informed Eugénie that she had three hundred 
thonsand livres a year, derived f rom landed property in and 
around Saumur, besides six millions in the three per cents 
(invested when the funds were at sixty francs, whereas they 
now stood at seventy-seven), and in ready money two millions 
in gold, and a hundred thousand francs in silver, without 
counting any arrears that were due. Altogether her property 
amounted to about seventeen million francs. 

''Where can my cousin be ?" she said to herself. 

On the day when M. Cruchot laid thèse facts before his 
new client, together with the information that the estate was 
now clear and free from ail outstanding liabilities, Eugénie 
and Nanon sat on either side of the hearth, in the parler, now 
so empty and so full of memories; everything recalled past 
days, from her mother's chair set on its wooden blocks to the 
glass tumbler out of which her cousin once drank. 

"Nanon, we are alone, you and I." 

'TTes, mam^selle; if I only knew where he was, the charm- 
ing young gentleman, I would set off on f oot to find him/' 

"The sea lies between us,'' said Eugénie. 

While the poor lonely heiress, with her faithful old ser- 
vant for Company, was shedding tears in the cold, dark house, 
which was ail the world she knew, men talked from Orléans 
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to Nantes of nothîng but Mlle. Grandet and her seventeen 
millions. One of her first acts was to settle a pension of 
twelve hundred francs on Ifanon, who, possessing already an 
income of six hundred francs of her own^ at once became a 
great match. In less than a month she exchanged her condi- 
tion of spinster for that of wif e, at the instance and through 
the persuasion of Antoine Comoiller, who was promoted to the 
position of bailiJBE and keeper to Mlle. Grandet. Mme. Comoil- 
1er had an immense advantage over her contemporaries; her 
large f eatures had stood the test of time better than those of 
many a comelier woman. She might be fif ty-nine years of âge, 
but she did not look more than f orty ; thanks to an almost mo- 
nastic regimen^ she possessed rude health and a high color, 
time seemed to hâve no effect on her, and perhaps she had 
never looked so well in her lif e as she did on her wedding day. 
She had the compensating qualities of her style of ugliness; 
she was tall, stout, and strong; her face wore an indestructible 
expression of good humor, and Comoiller's lot seemed an en- 
viable lot to many beholders. 

*Tast color/' said the draper. 

'*She might hâve a family yet/' said the drysalter; "she îs 
as well preserved as if she had been kept in brine^ asking your 
pardon.*' 

"She is rich; that fellow Comoiller has donc a good da/s 
work/* said another neighbor. 

When Nanon lef t the old house and went down the crooked 
street on her way to the parish church, she met with nothing 
but congratulations and good wishes. Nanon was very popu- 
lar with her neighbors. Eugénie gave her three dozen spoons 
and forks as a wedding présent. Comoiller, quite overcome 
with such munificence, spoke of his mistress with tears in his 
eyes ; he would hâve let himself be eut in pièces for her. Mme. 
Comoiller became Eugénie's confidential servant; she was 
not only married, and had a husband of her own, her dignity 
was yet further increased, her happiness was doubled. She 
had at last a storeroom and a bunch of keys ; she too gave out 
provisions just as her late master used to do. Then she had 
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two subordinates — a cook and a waiting-woman, who took 
charge of the hoiise llnen and made Mlle. Grandet's dresses. 
As for Comoiller, he combined the fnnctions of f orester and 
steward. It is needless to say that the cook and the waiting- 
woman of Nanon's choosing were real domestic treasures. 
The tenants scarcely noticed the death of their late landlord; 
they were thoroughly broken in to a severe discipline, and M. 
and Mme. Cornoiller^s reign was no whit less rigorous than 
that of the old régime. 

Eugénie was a woman of thirty, and as yet had known none 
of the happiness of lif e. Ail through her joyless, monotonous 
childhood she had had but one companion, the broken-spirited 
mother, whose sensitive nature had f ound little but suffering 
in a hard life. That mother had joyfuUy taken leave of ex- 
istence, pitying the daughter, who must still live on in the 
world. Eugénie would never lose the sensé of her loss, but 
little of the bittemess of self-reproach mingled with her mem- 
ories of her mother. 

Love, her first and only love, had been a f resh source of suf- 
fering for Eugénie. For a few brief days she had seen her 
lover; she had given her heart to him between two stolen 
kisses; then he had left her and had set the lands and 
seas of the world between them. Her father had cursed her 
for this love; it had nearly cost her her mother^s life; it had 
brought her pain and sorrow and a few f aint hopes. She had 
striven towards her happiness till her own forces had failed 
her, and another had not corne to her aid. 

Our soûls live by giving and receiving; we hâve need of 
another soûl; whatever it gives us we make our own, and give 
back again in overflowing measure. This is as vitally neces- 
sary for our inner life as breathing is for our corporeal exist* 
ence. Without that wonderful physical process we perish; 
the heart suffers from lack of air, and ceases to beat. Eu- 
génie was beginning to suffer. 

She f ound no solace in her wealth ; it could do nothing for 
her; her love, her religion, her faith in the future made up 
ail her life. Love was teaching her what etemity meant. 
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Her own heart and the Goepel each spoke to her of a life to 
corne; life was everlasting^ and love no less etemal. Night 
and day she dwelt with thèse two infinité thoughts^ perhaps 
for her they were but one. She withdrew more and more into 
herself ; she loved, and believed that she was loved. 

For seven years her passion had whoUy engrossed her. 

Her treasures were not those millions left to her by her 
father, the money that went on aecumulating year after year; 
but the two portraits whieh hiing above her bed. Chartes* 
leather case, the jewels which she had bought back from her 
f ather, and which were now proudly set f orth on a layer of 
cotton wool inside the drawer in the old chest, and her aunt's 
thimble which Mme. Grandet had used; every day Eugénie 
took np a pièce of embroidery, a sort of Penelope's web, which 
she had only begun that she might wew the golden thimble, 
endeared to her by so many memories. 

It seemed hardly probable that Mlle. Orandet would 
marry while she was still in mouming. Her sincère 
piety was well known. So the Cruchot family, coun- 
selled by the astnte old Âbbé, was fain to be content with 
surrounding the heiress with the most affectionate attentions. 
Her dining-room was filled every evening with the warmest 
and most devoted Cruchotins, who endeavored to surpass each 
other in singing the praises of the mistress of the honse in 
every key. She had her physician-in-ordinary, her grand 
almoner, her Chamberlain, her mistress of the robes, her prime 
minister, and last, but by no means least, her chancelier — a 
chancelier whose aim it was to keep her informed of every- 
thing. If the heiress had expressed any wish for a train- 
bearer, they wonld hâve f ound one for her. She was a queen 
in f act, and never was queen so adroitly flattered. A great 
soûl never stoops to flattery; it is the resource of little na- 
tures, wha succeed in making themselves smaller still, that 
they may the better creep into the hearts of those about whom 
they circle. Flattery, by its very nature, implies an interested 
motive. So the people who filled Mlle. Grandet^s sitting-room 
every evening (they addressed her and spoke of her among 
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themselves as Mlle, de Froidfond now) heaped their praises 
upon their hostess in a manner truly marvelous. This chorus 
of praise embarrassed Eugénie at first; but however gross the 
flattery might be, she became accustomed to hear her beauty 
extoUed, and if some new-eomer had considered her to be 
plain, she eertainly would hâve winced more under the eritî- 
cism than she might hâve done eight years ago. She came at 
last to weleome their homage, whieh in her secret heart she 
laid at the f eet of her idol. So also, by degrees, she accepted 
the position^ and allowed herself to be treated as a queen^ and 
saw her little court f uU every evening. 

M. le Président de Bonfons was the hero of the circle; they 
lauded bis talents^ bis personal appearance, bis leaming^ bis 
amiability; be was an inexhaustible subject of admiring com- 
ment. Such an one would call attention to the fact that in 
seven years the magistrate had largely increased bis fortune; 
Bonfons had at least ten thousand francs a year; and his 
property, like the lands of ail the Cruchots in fact, lay within 
the compass of the heiress* vast estâtes. 

*^Do you know, mademoiselle/^ another courtier would re- 
mark, *'that the Cruchots bave forty thousand livres a year 
among them I'' 

"And they are putting money by/' said Mlle, de Gribeau- 
court, an old and trusty Cruchotine. "Quite lately a gentle- 
man came from Paris on purpose to offer M. Cruchot two 
hundred thousand francs for bis professional connection. 
If be could gain an appointment as justice of the peace, be 
ought to take the offer.^' 

"He means to succeed M. de Bonfons as Président, and is 
taking steps to that end," said Mme. d'Orsonval, "for M. le 
Président will be Councillor, and then a Président of a Court; 
be is flo gif ted that be is sure to succeed.*' 
» "Yes,'' said another, 'Tie is a very remarkable man. Do 
you not think so, mademoiselle ?'' 

M. le Président had striven to act up to the part be wanted 
to play. He was forty years old, his countenance was dark 
and ill-favored, he had, moreover, the wizened look which la 
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f requently seen in men of his profession ; but he aflEected the 
airs of youth, sported a malacca cane, refrained from taking 
snnfF in Mlle. Grandet's house, and went thither arrayed in 
a white eravat and a shirt with huge f rills, which gave him 
a quaint family resemblance to a tnrkey-gobbler. He called 
the f air heiress " onr dear Eugénie/* and spoke as if he were 
an intimate f riend of the family. In f act, but for the number 
of those assembled, and the substitution of whist for loto, and 
the absence of M. and Mme. Grandet, the scène was scarcely 
changed; it might almost haye been that first evening on 
which this story began. 

The pack was still in pursuit of Eugénie^s millions ; it was 
a more numerous pack now; they gave tongue together, and 
hunted down their prey more systematically. 

If Charles had come back from the far-off Indies, he would 
hâve found the same motives at work and almost the same 
people. Mme. des Grassins, for whom Eugénie had nothing 
but kindness and pity, still remained to vex the Cruchots. 
Eugénie's face still shone out against the dark background, 
and Charles (though invisible) reigned there suprême as in 
other days. 

Yet some advance had been made. Eugénie's birthday 
bouquet was never forgotten by the magistrate. Indeed, it 
had become an institution; every evening he brought the 
heiress a huge and wonderful bouquet. Mme. Comoiller os- 
tentatiously placed thèse offerings in a vase, and promptly 
flung them into a corner of the yard as soon as the visitors 
had departed. 

In the early spring Mme. des Grassins made a move, and 
sought to trouble the f elicity of the Cruchotins by talking to 
Eugénie of the Marquis de Froidf ond, whose ruined fortunes 
might be retrieved if the heiress would retum his estate to 
him by a marriage contract. Mme. des Grassins lauded the 
Marquis and his title to the skies; and, taking Eugénie's 
quiet smile for consent, she went about saying that M. le 
Président Crachotas marriage was not such a settled thing 
as some people imagined. 
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^Til. de Froidf ond may be fifty years old/* she said, 'T)ut he 
looks no older than M. Cruchot; he îs a wîdower^ and bas a 
family, it is true; but he is a marquis, he will be a peer of 
France one of thèse days, it is not such a bad match as times 
go. I know of my own certain knowledge that when old 
Grandet added bis own property to the Froidfond estatc he 
meant to graft bis f amily into the Froidf onds. He often told 
me as much. Oh I he was a shrewd old man, was Grandet/* 

"Ah! Nanon,** Eugénie said one evening, as she went to 
bed, "why bas he not once written to me in seven years?'* . . 

While thèse events were taking place in Saumur, Charles 
was making bis fortune in the East. His first venture was 
very successful. He bad promptly realized the sum of six 
thousand dollars. Crossing the line bad cured him of many 
early préjudices; he soon saw very clearly that the best and 
quickest way of making money was the same in the tropics 
as in Europe— by buying and selling men. He made a de- 
scent on the African coasts and bargained for negroes and 
other goods in demand in varions markets. He threw himself 
beart and soûl into the business, and thought of nothing else. 
He set one clear aim bef ore him, to reappear in Paris, and to 
dazzle the world there with his wealth, to attain a position 
even bigher than the one f rom which he bad f allen. 

By dint of rubbing shoulders with many men, traveling in 
many lands, coming in contact with varions customs and re- 
ligions, his code bad been relaxed, and be bad grown sceptical. 
His notions of right and wrong became less rigid when he 
found that what was looked upon as a crime in one country 
was held up to admiration in another. He saw that every 
one was working for himself, that disinterestedness was rarely 
to be met with, and grew selfish and suspicions ; the bereditary 
f ailings of the Grandets came ont in him — the hardness, the 
shiftiness, and the greed of gain. He sold Chinese coolies, 
negro slaves, swallow-nests, cbildren, artists, anything and 
everything that brought in money. He became a money 
lender on a large scale. Long practice in cheating the eus- 
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toms authorities had made him imscrupulouB in other ways. 
He woTild make the voyage to St. Thomas, buy booty of the 
pirates there for a low price^ and sell the merchandise in the 
dearest market. 

During his first voyage Engénie's pure and noble face had 
been with him, like the image of the Virgin which Spanish 
sailors set on the prows of their vessels; he had attributed his 
first snccess to a kind of magical effîcacy possessed by her^ 
prayers and vows; but as time went on, the women of other 
countries, négresses, mulattoes, white skins, and yellow skins, 
orgies and adventures in many lands, completely effaced ail 
recollection of his cousin, of Saumur, of the old house, of the 
bench, and of the Mss that he had snatched in the passage. 
He remembered nothing but the little garden shut in by its 
crumbling walls where he had leamed the fate that lay in 
store for him; but he rejected ail connection with the family, 
His uncle was an old fox who had filched his jewels. Eugénie 
had no place in his heart; he never gave her a thought; but 
she occupied a page in his ledger as a créditer for six thou- 
sand francs. 

Such conduct and such ideas explained Charles Orandet's 
silence. In the East Indies, at St. Thomas, on the coast of 
Africa, at Lisbon, in the United States, Charles Grandet the 
adventurer was known as Cari Sepherd, a pseudonym which 
he assumed so as not to compromise his real name. Cari 
Sepherd could be indefatigable, brazen, and greedy of gain; 
could conduct himself, in short, like a man who résolves to 
make a fortune quibuscumque viis, and makes haste to hâve 
donc with villainy as soon as possible, in order to live re- 
spected for the rest of his days. 

With such methods his career of prosperity was rapid and 
brilliant, and in 1827 he retumed to Bordeaux on board the 
Marie Caroline, a fine brig belonging to a Royalist firm. He 
had nineteen hundred thousand francs with him in gold dust, 
caref ully secreted in three strong casks ; he hoped to sell it to 
the Paris mint, and to make eight per cent on the transac- 
. tion. There was also on board the brig a gentleman-in-ordi- 
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nary to hifi Majesty Charles X.^ a M. d'Âubrîon^ a worthy old 
man who had been rash enough to marry a woman of f ashion 
whose money came f rom estâtes in the West India Islands. 
Mme. d^Aubrion's reckless extravagance had oblîged him to 
go ont to the Indies to sell her property. M. and Mme. 
d'Âubrion^ of the honse of d'Anbrion de Buch^ which had lost 
îts captai or chieftain just before the Révolution, were now in 
straitened circumstances. They had a bare twenty thousand 
francs of income and a daughter, a very plain gîrl, whom her 
mother made up her mind to marry withont a dowry; for life 
in Paris is expensive, and, as bas been seen, their means were 
reduced. It was an enterprise the success of which might bave 
seemed somewhat problematical to a man of the world, in 
spite of the clevemess with which a woman of f ashion is gen- 
erally credited. Perhaps even Mme. d^Aubrion herself, when 
she looked at her daughter, was almost ready to despair of 
getting rid of her to any one, even to the most besotted wor- 
shiper of rank and titles. 

Mlle. d^Aubrion was a tall, spare demoiselle, somewhat like 
her namesake the insect; she had a disdainfnl month, over- 
shadowed by a long nose, thick at the tip, sallow in its normal 
condition, but very red af ter a meal, an organic change which 
was ail the more unpleasant by reason of contrast with a 
pallid, insipid countenance. From some points of view she 
was ail that a worldly mother, who was thirty-eight years of 
âge, and had still some pretensions to beauty, could désire. 
But by way of compensating advantages, the Marquise 
d'Aubrion^s distinguished air had been inherited by her 
daughter, and that young lady had been submitted to a Spar- . 
tan regimen, which for the time being subdued the offending 
hue in her feature to a reasonable flesh-tint. Her mother had 
taught her how to dress herself. TJnder the same instructor 
she had acquired a charming manner, and had leamed to as- 
sume that pensive expression which interests a man and leads 
him to imagine that hère, surely, is the angel for whom he 
bas hitherto sought in vain. She was carefuUy drilled in a 
certain manœuvre with her f oot — to let it peep f orth from be- 

13 
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neath her petticoat^ and so call attention to its small size — 
whenever her nose became unseasonably red; indeed, the 
mother had made the very best of her daughter. By means of 
large sleeves, stifE skirts, puffs, padding, and high pressure 
corsets, she had produced a highly curions and interesting re- 
suit, a spécimen of femininity which ought to hâve been put 
into a muséum for the édification of mothers generally. 

Charles became very intimate with Mme. d^Aubrion; the 
lady had her own reasons for encouraging him. People said 
that during the time on board she left no stone untumed to 
secure such a prize for a son-in-law. It is at any rate certain 
that when they landed at Bordeaux Charles stayed in the same 
hôtel with M., Mme., and Mlle. d^Aubrion, and they ail trav- 
eled together to Paris. The hôtel d^Aubrion was hampered 
with mortgages, and Charles was intended to come to the res- 
cue. The mother had gone so far as to say that it would give 
her great pleasure to establish a son-in-law on the ground 
floor. She did not share M. d^Aubrion^s aristocratie préju- 
dices, and promised Charles Grandet to obtain letters patent 
from that easy-tempered monarch, Charles X., which should 
authorize him, Grandet, to bear the name and assume the 
arms of the d^Aubrions, and (by purchasing the entail) to 
succeed to the property of Aubrion, which was worth about 
thirty-six thousand livres a year, to say nothing of the titles 
of Captai de Buch and Marquis d' Aubrion. They could be 
very useful to each.other, in short; and what with this ar- 
rangement of a joint establishment, and one or two posts 
about the court, the hôtel d' Aubrion might count upon an in- 
come of a hundred thousand francs and more. 
' "And when a man has a hundred thousand francs a year, 
a name, a f amily, and a position at Court — for I shall procure 
an appointment for you as gentleman of the bedchamber — 
the rest is easy. You can be anything you choose" (so she in- 
structed Charles), "Master of Requests in the Council of 
State, Prefect, Secretary to an Embassy, the Ambassador 
himself if you like. Charles X. is much attached to d' Au- 
brion; they havQ known each other from childhood.^' 
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She f airly tumed hîs head with thèse ambitious schemes, 
and during the voyage Charles began to eherîsh the hopes 
and ideas which had been so eleverly insinuated in the form 
of tender confidences. He never doubted but that his uncle 
had paid his father^s creditors; he had been suddenly launched 
into the society of the Faubourg St. Germain, at that time the 
goal of social ambition; and beneath the shadow of Mlle. 
Mathilde^s purple nose, he was shortly to appear as the Comte 
d'Aubrion, very much as the Dreux shone f orth transf ormed 
into Brézés. He was dazzled by the apparent prosperity of 
the restored dynasty, which had seemed to be tottering to its 
fall when he left France; his head was full of wild, ambitious 
dreams, which peg&n on the voyage, and did not leave him 
in Paris. He resolved to strain every nerve to reach those 
pinnacles of glory which his egotistical would-be mother-in- 
law had pointed out to him. His cousin was only a dim speck 
in the remote past; she had no place in this brÛliant future, 
no part in his dreams, but he went to see Annette. That ex- 
perienced woman of the world gave counsel to her old f riend ; 
he must by no means let slip such an opportunity for an alli- 
ance; she promised to aid him in ail his schemes of advance- 
ment. In her heart she was delighted to see Charles thus se- 
cured to such a plain and uninteresting girl. He had grown 
very attractive during his stay in the Indies ; his complexion 
had grown darker, he had gained in manliness and self -pos- 
session; he spoke in the firm, decided tones of a man who is 
used to command and to success. Ever since Charles Grandet 
had discovered that there was a definite part for him to play 
in Paris, he was himself at once. 

Des Grassins, hearing of his retum, his approaching mar- 
riage, and his large fortune, came to see him, and spoke of 
the three hundred thousand francs still owing to his f ather's 
creditors. He f ound Charles closeted with a goldsmith, f rom 
whom he had ordered jewels for Mlle. d^Aubrion's corbeille, 
and who was ^bmitting designs. Charles himself had 
brought magnificent diamonds from the Indies; but the cost 
of setting them, together with the silver plate and jewelry of 
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the new establishment^ amoimted to more than two hundred 
thousand francs. He did not recognize des Grassins at first, 
and treated him with the cool insolence of a young man of 
f ashion who is consolons that he has killed four men in as 
many dnels in.the Indies. As M. des Grassins had already 
called three or f onr times, Charles vonchsafed to hear him, 
but it was with bare politeness, and he did not pay the slight- 
est attention to what the banker said. 

"My f ather^s debts are not mine/' he said cooUy. *T! am 
obliged to you, sir, for the trouble you hâve been good enough 
to take, but I am none the better for it that I can see. I hâve 
not scraped together a couple of millions, eamed with the 
sweat of my brow, to fling it to my f ather's creditors/' 

*^ut suppose that your f ather were to be declared bankrupt 
in a f ew days' time ?*' 

"In a few days' time I shall be the Comte d'Aubrion, sir; 
80 you can see that it is a matter of entire indifférence to me. 
Besides, you know even better than I do that when a man has 
a hundred thousand livres a year, his f ather never has been 
a bankrupt,^' and he politely edged the deputy des Grassins to 
the door. 

In the early days of the month of Âugust, in that same 
jrear, Eugénie was sitting on the little bench in the garden 
where her cousin had swom etemal love, and where she often 
^ook breakfast in summer momings. The poor girl was al- 
most happy for a few brief moments; she went over ail the 
great and little events of her love before those catastrophes 
that foUowed. The moming was fresh and bright, and the 
garden was fuU of sunlight ; her eyes wandered over the wall 
with its moss and flowers; it was fuU of cracks now, and ail 
but in ruins, but no one was allowed to touch it, though 
Comoiller was always prophesying to his wif e that the whole 
thing would come down and crush somebody or other one of 
thèse days. The postman knocked at the door, and gave a 
letter into the hands of Mme. Comoiller, who hurried into the 
garden, crying, "Mademoiselle! A letter! Is it the letter?* 
8he added^ aa she handed it to her mi9tre88. 
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The words rang through Eugénie's heart as the spoken 
soTinâs rang f rom the ramparts and the old garden wall. 

"Paris ! . . . It is his writing 1 Then he has corne 
back/^ 

Eugénie's face grew white; for several seconds she kept the 
seal unbroken, for her heart beat so f ast that she could neither 
move nor see. Big fTanon stood and waited with both hands 
on her bips; joy seemed to pufE like smoke from every wrinkle 
in her brown face. 

*TDo read it, mademoiselle V^ 

"Oh 1 why does he corne back by way of Paris, Nanon, when 
he went by way of Saumnr?'* 

"Eead it ; the letter will tell you why/' 

Eugénie's fingers trembled as she opened the envelope; a 
chèque on the firm of ^Ttf me. des Grassins et Corret, Saumur,'* 
f ell ont of it and fluttered down. Nanon picked it np. 

'TtfY DEAB Cousin . . /' 

("I am not 'Eugénie' now,'' she thought, and her heari; 
stood stm.) 'TTou . . /' 

"He used to say thou!'* She folded her arms and dreaded 
to read any furi;her; great tears gathered in her eyes. 

"What is it ? Is he dead ?" asked Nanon. 

"If he were, he could not write,'' said Eugénie, and she read 
the letter through. It ran as f ollows : — 

'TtfY DEAB COUSIN, — You wiU, I am sure, hear with pleasure 
of the success of my enterprise. You brought me luck; I 
bave corne back to France a wealthy man, as my uncle ad- 
vised. I bave just heard of his death, together with that of 
my aunt, from M. des Grassins. Our parents must die in 
the course of nature, and we ourselves must foUow them. I 
hope that by this time you are consoled for your loss; time 
cures ail trouble, as I know by expérience. Yes, my dear cous- 
in, the day of illusions is gone by for me. I am sorry, but it 
cannot be helped. I bave knocked about the world so much, 
and seen so much, that I bave been led to reflect on life. I 
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was a child when I went away; I hâve corne back a man^ and 
I hâve many things to think about now which I did not even 
dream of then. You are f ree, my cousin^ and I too am free 
still ; there is apparently nothing to hinder the realizatîon of 
our yonthf ul hopes ; but I am too straightf orward to hide my 
présent situation from you. I hâve not for a moment for- 
gotten that I am bound to you; through ail my wanderings 
I hâve always remembered the little wooden bench '* 

Eugénie started up as if she were sitting on buming coals, 
and sat down on one of the broken stone steps in the yard. 

— ^'the little wooden bench where we vowed to love each other 
f orever ; the passage, the gray parler, my attic room, the night 
when in your thoughtfulness and tact you made my future 
easier to me. Yes, thèse memories hâve been my support; I 
hâve said in my heart that you were always thinking of me 
when I thought of you at the hour we had agreed upon. Did 
you not look out into the darkness at nine o^clock? Yes, I 
am sure you did. I would not prove f aise to so sacred a f riend- 
ship; I cannot deal insincerely with you. 

"A marriage bas been proposed to me, which is in every 
way satisf actory to my mind. Love in a marriage is romantio 
nonsense. Expérience bas clearly shown me that in marrying 
we must obey social laws and conform to conventional ideas. 
There is some différence of âge between you and me, which 
would perhaps be more likely to affect your future than mine, 
and there are other différences of which I need not speak; 
your bringing up, your ways of lif e, and your tastes bave not 
fitted you for Parisian life, nor would they harmonize with 
the future which I bave marked out for myself. For in- 
stance, it is part of my plan to maintain a great household, 
and to see a good deal of society; and you, I am sure, from 
my recollections of you, would prefer a quiet, domestic life 
and home-keeping ways. No, I will be open with you; I 
will abide by your décision ; but I must first, however, lay ail 
the f acts of the case before you, that you may the better 
judge. 
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'T! possess at the time of writing an încome of eighty thou- 
Band livres. With this fortune I am able to marry into the 
d'Aubrion family; I shonld take their name on my marriage 
with their only daughter, a girl of nineteen, and seeure at the 
same time a very brilliant position in soeiety, and the post 
of gentleman-of-the-bedchamber. I will assure you at once, 
my dear cousin, that I hâve not the slightest affection for 
Mlle. d^Aubrion, but by this marriage I shall seeure for my 
children a social rank which will be of inestimable value in 
the future. Monarchical principles are daily gaining ground. 
A few years hence my son, the Marquis d^Aubrion, would 
hâve an entailed estate and a yearly rental of forty thousand 
livres; with such advantages there would be no position to 
which he might not aspire. We ought to live for our children. 

'TTou see, my cousin, how candidly I am laying the state 
of my heart, my hopes, and my fortunes before you. Perhaps 
After seven years of séparation you may yourself hâve for- 
gotten our childish love affair, but I hâve never forgotten 
your goodness or my promise. A less conscientious, a less up- 
right man, with a heart less youthful than mine, might 
scarcely f eel himself bound by it ; but for me a promise, how- 
ever lightly given, is sacred. When I tell you plainly that 
my marriage is solely a marriage of suitability, and that I 
hâve not forgotten the love of our youthful days, am I not 
putting myself entirely into your hands, and making you the 
arbitress of my f ate ? Is it not implied that if I must re- 
nounce my social ambitions, I shall willingly content myself 
with the simple and pure happiness which is always called up 
by the thought of you . . . 

"Tra-la-la-tan-ta-ti !^^ sang Charles Grandet to the air of; 
'Non pià andrai, as he signed himself, 

'TTour devoted cousin, 

"Charles." 

'^y Jove ! that is acting handsomely," he said to himself. 
He looked about him for the chèque, sÛpped it in, and added 
a postscript. 
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"P. 8. — I enclose a chaque on Mme. des Qrassîns for eight 
thousand francs, payable in gold to your order, comprising 
the capital and interest of the sum you were so kind as to ad- 
vance me. I am ezpecting a case f rom Bordeaux which oon- 
tains a f ew things which you must allow me to send you as 
a token of my unceasing gratitude. You can send my dress- 
ing-case by the diligence to' the Hôtel d^Aubrion, Rue 
Hillerin-Bertin/' 

^'By the diligence!'' cried Eugénie, "when I would hâve 
given my lif e for it a thousand times 1'' 

Terrible and complète shipwreck of hope; the vessel had 
gone down, there was not a spar, not a plank in the vast océan. 
There are women who when their lover forsakes them will 
drag him from a rivales arms and murder her, and fly for 
refuge to the ends of the earth, to the scaffold, or the grave. 
There is a certain grandeur in this, no doubt ; there is some- 
thing so sublime in the passion of indignation which prompts 
the crime, that man's justice is awed into silence; but there 
are other women who sufEer and bow their heads. They go 
on their way, submissive and broken-hearted, weeping and 
forgiving, praying till their last sigh for him whom they 
never f orget. And this no less is love, love such as the angels 
know, love that bears itself proudly in anguish, that lives by 
the secret pain oï which it dies at last. This was to be Eugé- 
nie's love now that she had read that horrible letter. 

She raised her eyes to the sky and thought of her mother's 
prophétie words, uttered in the moment of clear vision that 
is sometimes given to dying eyes; and as she thought of her 
mother's lif e and death, it seemed to her that she was looking 
out over her own future. There was nothing lef t to her now 
but to live prayerf uUy till the day of her deliverance should 
come and the soûl spread its wings for heaven. 

'Ttfy mother was right/' she said, weeping. ^'Sufifer — ^and 
die.'' 

She went slowly from the garden into the house, avoiding 
the passage; but when she came into the old gray parlor, it * 
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Wfts full of memories of her cousin. On the chimney-pîece 
there stood a certain china saucer, which she used every mom- 
ing, and the old Sèvres sugar basin. 

It was to be a mémorable and eventf ul day for Eugénie. 
Nanon announced the curé of the parish church. He was 
related to the Cruchots, and theref ore in the interests of the 
Président de Bonfons. For some days past, the Abbé had 
urged the curé to speak seriously to Mlle. Grandet about the 
duty of marriage f rom a religions point of view for a woman 
in her position. Eugénie, seeing her pastor, f ancied that he 
had come for the thousand francs which she gave him every 
month for the poor of his parish, and sent Nanon for the 
money; but the curate began with a smile, "To-day, made- 
moiselle, I hâve come to take counsel with you about a poor 
girl in whom ail Saumur takes an înterest, and who, through 
lack of charity to herself , is not living as a Christian should.^' 

''Mon Dieu/ M. le Curé, just now I can think of nobody 
but myself . I am very misérable, my only refuge is in the 
Church; her heart is large enough to hold ail human sorrows, 
her love so inexhaustible that we need never f ear to drain it 
dry.^' 

*Well, mademoiselle, when we speak of this girl, we shall 
speak of you. Listen ! If you would f ain work out your sal- 
vation, there are but two ways open to you; you must either 
leave the world, or live in the world and submit to its laws — « 
you must choose between the earthly and the heavenly voca- 
tion.^' 

"Ah 1 your voice speaks to me when I need to hear a voice. 
Yes, 6od bas sent you to me. I will bid the world f arewell, 
and live for God alone, in silence and seclusion.*' 

*^ut, my daughter, you should think long and prayerfully 
before taking so strong a measure. Marriage is life, the veÙ 
and the couvent is death.'^ 

'TTes, death. Ah ! if death would only come quickly, M. le 
Curé,** she said, with dreadful eagemess. 

*T3eath? But you hâve great obligations to fulfil towarda 
flociety, mademoiselle. There is your f amily of poor, to whom 
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you give clothes and firing in winter and wor£ în snmmer. 
Your great fortune is a loan, of which you must give ac- 
count one day. You hâve always looked on it as a sacred 
trust. It would be selfish to bury yourself in a couvent, and 
you ought not to live alone in the world. In the first place, 
how can you endure the burden of your vast fortune alone? 
You might lose it. You will be involved in endless litigation ; 
you Trill find yourself in difiBculties f rom which you will not 
be able to extricate yourself. Take your pastor^s word, a hus- 
band is usef ul ; you ought not to lose what God has given into 
your charge. I speak to you as to a cherished lamb of my flock. 
You love God too sincerely to find hindrances to your salva- 
tion in the world ; you are one of its f airest ornaments, and 
should remain in it as an example of holiness.'^ 

At this point Mme. des Grassins was announced. The 
banker's wif e was smarting under a grievous disappointment, 
and thirsted for revenge. 

^Ttfademoiselle . . ." she began. ''Oh! M. le Curé is 
here. ... I will say no more then. I came to speak 
about some matters of business, but I see you are deep in 
something else.'^ 

''Madame,^' said the curé, '1 leave the field to you.'' 

"Oh! M. le Curé, pray come back again; I stand in great 
need of your help just now.^' 

"Yes, indeed, my poor child!'* said Mme. des Grassins. 

"What do you mean ?" asked Eugénie and the curé both to- 
gether. 

"Do you suppose that I haven't heard that your cousin has 
come back and is going to marry Mlle, d' Aubrion ? A woman 
doesn't go about with her wits in her pocket." 

Eugénie was silent, there was a red flush on her face, but 
she made up her mind at once that henceforward no one 
should leam anything from her, and looked as impénétrable 
as her f ather used to do. 

"Well, madame," she said, with a tinge of bittemess în her 
tones, "it seems that I, at any rate, carry my wits in my 
pocket, fox I am quite at a loss to understand you. Speak oui 
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and ezplaîn yourself ; you can speak freely before M. le Curé, 
he is my director, as you know/* 

*Well, then, mademoiselle, see for yourself what des Qras- 
fiîns says. Hère is the letter/' 

Eugénie read : — 

"My deab wifb, — Charles Grandet bas retumed from tbe 
Indies^ and bas been in Paris thèse two months " 

"Two months V^ said Eugénie to herself, and her band f ell 
to ber side. Af ter a moment she went on reading : — 

'T had to dance attendance upon him, and called twice 
before tbe future Comte d'Aubrion would condescend to see 
me. Ail Paris is talking about bis marriage, and the banns 
are published '^ 

"And he wrote to me af ter that ?^^ Eugénie said to berself . 
She did not round ofE the sentence as a Parisienne would bave 
donc, with *^retch that he is I^^ but her scom was not one 
whit the less because it was unexpressed. 

— "but it will be a good wbile yet before he marries ; it is not 
likely that the Marquis d^Aubrion will give bis daughter to 
the son of a bankrupt wine merchant. I called and told bim 
of ail the trouble we had been at, bis uncle and I, in tbe mat- 
ter of bis father^s failure, and of our clever dodges that had 
kept the creditors quiet so far. The insolent puppy had the 
effrontery to say to me — ^to me, who for five years bave toiled 
day and night in bis interest and to save bis crédit — ^that his 
father's affairs were not his! A soliciter would bave wanted 
thirty or f orty thousand francs of bim in fées at the rate of 
one per cent on the total of the debt ! But, patience ! There 
is something that be does owe, bowever, and that the law shall 
make bim pay, that is to say, twelve hundred thousand francs 
to his f ather's creditors, and I shall déclare his father bank- 
rupt. I mixed myself up in this affair on the word of that old 
crocodile of a Grandet, and I bave given promises in the name 
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of the f amily. M. le Comte d'Ânbrion may not care for hîs 
honor^ but I care a good deal for mine ! So I shall just ez- 
plain my position to the creditors. Still^ I hâve too much re- 
spect for Mlle. Eugénie (with whom^ in happier days^ we 
hoped to be more closely connected) to take any steps before 
you hâve spoken to her ^^ 

There Eugénie paused, and quietly retumed the letter. 

^T. am obliged to you/' she said to Mme. des Orassins^ 
"We shall see '' I 

'TTour voice was exactly like your f ather's just then/* ex- 
claimed Mme. des Orassins. 

'^Madame/' put in Nanon, producing Charles' chèque^ "you 
hâve eight thousand francs to pay us.*' 

"True. Be so good as to come with me, Mme. Comoiller." 

*TM!. le Curé/* said Eugénie, with a noble composure that 
came of the thought which prompted her, *Vould it be a sin 
to remain in a state of virginity after marriage?*' 

"It is a case of conscience which I cannot solve. If you 
care to know what the celebrated Sanchez says in his great 
work. De Matrimonio, I could inform you to-morrow.'* 

The curé took leave. Mlle. Grandet went up to her 
f ather's room and spent the day there by herself ; she would 
not even come down to dinner, though ItTanon begged and 
scolded. She appeared in the evening at the hour when the 
usual Company began to arrive. The gray parler in the Gran- 
det's house had never been so well fiUed as it was that night. 
Every soûl in the town knew by that time of Charles* retum, 
and of his faithlessness and ingratitude; but their inquisitive 
curiosity was not to be gratified. Eugénie was a little late, 
but no one saw any traces of the cruel agitation through 
which she had passed; she could smile benignly in reply to the 
compassionate looks and words which some of the group 
thought fît to bestow on her ; she bore her pain behind a mask 
of politeness. 

About nine o'clock the card-players drew away from the 
tables, paid their losses^ and criticised the game and the vari- 
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ous points that had been made. Just as there was a gên- 
erai move in the direction of the door, an unexpected develop- 
ment took place; the news of it rang throngh Sanmnr and 
four préfectures round about for days af ter. 

"Please stay, M. le Président/' 

There was not a person in the room who did not thrill with 
excitement at the words; M. de Bonfons, who was about to 
take his cane, tumed quite white, and sat down again. 

"The Président takes the millions/' said Mlle, de Gribeau- 
court. 

"It is quite clear that Président de Bonfons is going to 
marry Mlle. Grandet/' cried Mme. d'Orsonval. 

*T^he best trick of the game !" commented the Abbé. 

"A very pretty slam," said the notary. 

Every one said his say and eut his joke, every one thought 
of the heiress mounted upon her millions as if she were on a 
pedestal. Hère was the catastrophe of the drama, begun nine 
years ago, taking place under their eyes. To tell the Prési- 
dent in the face of ail Saumur to ^'stay" was as good as an- 
nouncing at once that she meant to take the magistrate for 
her husband. Social conventionalities are rigidly observed in 
little country towns, and such an infraction as this was looked 
upon as a binding promise. 

'Ttf. le Président/' Eugénie began in an unsteady voice, 
as soon as they were alone,"I know what you care about in me. 
Swear to leave me f ree till the end of my lif e, to claim none 
of the rights which marriage will give you over me, and my 
hand is yours. Oh !" she said, seeing him about to f ail on his 
knees, "I hâve not finished yet. I must tell you frankly that 
there are memories in my heart which can never be effaced; 
that friendship is ail that I can give my husband; I wish 
neither to affront him nor to be disloyal to my own heart. 
But you shall only hâve my hand and fortune at the price 
of an immense service which I want you to do me." 

"Anything, I will do anything/' said the président. 

"Hère are fifteen hundred thousand francs, M. le Prési- 
dent," she said, drawing from her bodice a certificate for a 
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hundred shares in the Bank of France ; "will you set ont for 
Paris ? You must not even wait till the moming, but go at 
once, to-night. You must go straight to M. des Grassins, ask 
him for a list of my uncle's creditors, eall them together, and 
diflcharge ail outstanding claims upon Guillaume Grandet's 
estate. Let the creditors hâve capital and interest at five per 
cent from the day the debts were contracted to the présent 
time ; and see that in every case a receipt in f uU is given, and 
that it is made out in proper form. You are a magietrate, 
you are the only person whom I f eel that I can trust in such 
a case. You are a gentleman and a man of honor; you hâve 
given me your word, and, protected by your name, I will make 
the perilous voyage of life. We shall know how to make al- 
lowances for each other, for we hâve been acquainted for so 
long that it is almost as if we were related, and I am sure you 
would not wish to make me unhappy/' 

The président f ell on his knees at the f eet of the rich heiress 
in a paroxysm of joy. 

"I will be your slave I" he said. 

'TVTien ail the receipts are in your possession, sir/^ she went. 
on, looking quietly at him, "you must take them, together 
with the bills, to my cousin Grandet, and give them to him 
with this letter. When you come back, I will keep my word/* 

The président understood the state of affairs perfectly well. 
"She is accepting me out of pique," he thought, and he has- 
tened to do Mlle. Grandet's bidding with ail possible speed, 
for fear some chance might bring about a reconciliation be- 
tween the lovers. 

As soon as M. de Bonfons left her, Eugénie sank into her 
chair and burst into tears. Ail was over, and this was the end. 

The président traveled post to Paris and reached his jour- 
ney^s end on the foUowing evening. The next moming he 
went to des Grassins, and arranged for a meeting of the cred- 
itors in the oflBce of the notary with whom the bills had been 
deposited. Every man of them appeared, every man of them 
was punctual to a moment — one should give even creditors 
their dues. 
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M. de Bonfons, in Mlle. Grandet's name^ paid down the 
money in fuU, both capital and interest. They were paid in- 
terest ! It was an amazing portent, a nine days^ wonder in 
the business world of Paris. After the whole affair had been 
vound up, and when, by Eugénie^s désire, des Grassins had 
received fifty thousand francs for his services, the président 
betook himself to the Hôtel d^Aubrion, and was lucky enough 
to find Charles at home, and in disgrâce with his future 
f ather-in-law. The old Marquis had just informed that gen- 
tleman that until Guillaume Grandet^s creditors were satis- 
fied, a marriage with his daughter was not to be thought of . 

To Charles, thus despondent, the président deliyered the 
f ollowing letter : — 

"Deab Cousin, — ^M. le Président de Bonfons has under- 
taken to hand you a discharge of ail claims against my uncle's 
estate, and to deliver it in person, together with this letter, 
80 that I may know that it is safely in your hands. I heard 
rumors of bankruptcy, and it occurred to me that diflSculties 
might possibly arise as a conséquence in the matter of your 
marriage with Mlle. d'Aubrion. Yes, cousin, you are quite 
right about my tastes and manners; I hâve lived, as you say, 
so entirely out of the world, that I know nothing of its ways 
or its calculations, and my companionship could never make 
up to you for the loss of the pleasures that you look to find in 
Society. I hope that you will be happy according to the social 
conventions to which you hâve sacrificed our early love. The 
only thing in my power to give you to complète your happi- 
ness is your father^s good name. Farewell; you will always 
find a f aithful f riend in your cousin, ^^EugÉnib/' 

In spite of himself an exclamation broke f rom the man of 
social ambitions when his eyes fell on the discharge and re- 
ceipts. The président smiled. 

^We can each announce our marriage," said he. 

"Oh ! you are to marry Eugénie, are you ? Well, I am glad 
to hear of it ; she is a kind-hearted girl. Why !" struck with 
a sudden luminous idea, "she must be rich?" 
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'Tour days ago she had about nineteen millions/* the prési- 
dent said, with a malicions twinkle in his eyes; "to-day she 
has only seventeen/' 

Charles was dumf oiinded ; he stared at the président. 

**Seventeen mil ^^ 

"Seventeen millions. Yes, sir; when we are married, 
Mlle. Grandet and I shall mnster seven hundred and fifty 
thousand livres a year between ns.** 

"My dear cousin/* said Charles, with some retum of as- 
surance, "we shall be able to push each other^s fortunes.** 

'^Certainly,** said the président. "There is something else 
hère/* he added, "a little case that I was to give only into 
your hands/* and he set down a box containing the dressing- 
case upon the table. 

The door opened, and in came Mme. la Marquise d*Au- 
brion; the great lady seemed to be unaware of Cruchot*s exist- 
ence. ''Look herel dear/* she said, "never mind what that 
absurd M. d*Aubrion has been saying to you; the Duchesse de 
Chaulieu has quite tumed his head. I repeat it, there is 
nothing to prevent your marriage ^** 

"Ifothing, madame/* answered Charles. "The three mil- 
lions which my f ather owed were paid yesterday.** 

"In money?** she asked. 

"In full, capital and interest; I mean to rehabilitate his 
memory.** 

"What nonsense!** cried his mother-in-law. "Who is this 
person?** she asked in Charles* ear, as she saw Cruchot for 
the first time. 

"My man of business/* he answered in a low voice. The 
Marquise gave M. de Bonfons a disdainful bow, and left the 
room. 

"We are beginning to push each other*s fortunes already,** 
said the président drily, as he took up his hat. "Good day, 
cousin.** 

"The old cockatoo f rom Saumur is laughing at me ; I hâve 
a great mind to make him swallow six inches of cold steel/' 
thought Charles. 

But the président had departed. 
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Three days later M. de Bonf ons wae back in Saumnr againj 
and announced his marriage with Eugénie. Âfter about six 
months he reeeived his appointment as Councillor to the 
Court-Eoyal at Angers, and they went thither. But before 
Eugénie left Saumur she melted down the trinkets that had 
long been so sacred and so dear a trust, and gave them, to- 
gether with the eight thousand francs whieh her cousin had 
retumed to her, to make a reredos for the altar in the parish 
church whither she had gone so often to pray to God for him. 
Henceforward her life was spent partly at Angers, partly at 
Saumur. Her husband^s dévotion to the govemment at a po- 
litical crisis was rewarded; he was made Président of the 
Chamber, and finally First Président. Then he awaited a 
gênerai élection with impatience; he had visions of a place in 
the govemment; he had dreams of a peerage; and then, and 
then . . . 

"Then he would call cousins with the king, I suppose?*' 
said NT anon, big Nanon, Mme. Comoiller, wife of a burgess 
of Saumur, when her mistress told her of thèse lofty ambi- 
tions and high destinies. 

Yet, after ail, none of thèse ambitions dreams were to be 
realized, and the name of M. de Bonfons (he had finally 
dropped the patronymic Cruchot) was to undergo no further 
transformation. He died only eight days after his appoint- 
ment as deputy of Saumur. Ood, who sees ail heaits, and 
who never strikes without cause, punished him, doubtless, for 
his presumptuous schemes, and for the lawyer's cunning with 
which, accurante Cruchot^ he had drafted his own marriage 
contract; in which huBband and wife, in case there was no 
issue of the marriagej hequeathed to each oiher ail their prop- 
ertj/j hoth real estate and personalty, without exception or reS" 
ervationj dispensing even with the formàlity of an inventory, 
provided that the omission of the said inventory should not 
injure their heirs and assignSj it ieing understood that this 
deed of gift, etc., etc., a clause which may throw some light 
on the profound respect which the président constantly 
showed for his wif e^s désire to live apart. Women cited M. le 

là 
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Premier Président as one of the most delicately considerate 
of men, and pitied Mm, and of ten went so far as to blâme Eu- 
génie for clinging to her passion and her sorrow; mingling, 
aecording to their wont, cruel insinuations with their criti- 
cisms of the présidentes wife. 

"If Mme.deBonfons lives apart from her huBband, she must 
be in very bad health, poor thing. Is she likely to recoTer? 
What can be the matter with her? Is it cancer or gastritis, 
or what is it? Why does she not go to Paris and see some 
specialist ? She has looked very sallow for a long time past. 
How can she not wish to hâve a child? They say she is very 
fond of her husband ; why not give him an heir in his posi- 
tion ? Do you know, it is really dreadf ul 1 If it is only some 
notion which she has taken into her head, it is unpardonable. 
Poor président V' 

There is a certain keen insight and quick apprehensiveness 
that is the gif t of a lonely and méditative lif e — ^and loneliness, 
and sorrow, and the discipline of the last few years had given 
Eugénie this clairvoyance of the narrow lot. She knew within 
herself that the président was anxious for her death that he 
might be the sole possessor of the colossal fortune, now still 
further increased by the deaths of the abbé and the notary, 
whom Providence had lately seen fit to promote from works to 
rewards. The poor solitary woman understood and pitied 
the président. Unworthy hopes and selfish calculations were 
his strongest motives for respecting Eugénie's hopeless pas- 
sion. To give lif e to a child wauld be death to the egotistical 
dreams and ambitions that the président hugged within him- 
self ; was it for ail thèse things that his career was eut short? 
while she must remain in her prison house, and the coveted 
gold for which she cared so little was to be heaped upon her. 
It was she who was to live, with the thought of heaven always 
bef ore her, and holy thoughts for her companions, to give help 
and comfort secretly to those who were in distress. Mme. de 
Bonfons was left a widow three years after her marriage, 
with an income of eight hundred thousand livres. 

She is beautiful still, with the beauty of a woman who is 
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nearly forty years of âge. Her face is very pale and quiet 
now, and there is a tinge of sadness in the low tones of her 
voice. She has simple manners, ail the dignity of one who has 
passed through great sorrows^ and the saintliness of a soûl 
unspotted by the world ; and, no less, the rigidness of an old 
maid^ the little penurious ways and narrow ideas of a dull 
country town. 

Although she has eight hundred thousand livres a year, she 
lives just as she used to do in the days of stinted allowances 
of fuel and food while she was still Eugénie Grandet; the fire 
is never lighted in the parlor before or after the dates fixed 
by her f ather, ail the régulations in force in the days of her 
girlhood are still adhered to. She dresses as her mother did. 
That cold, sunless, dreary house, always overshadowed by the 
dark ramparts, is like her own life. 

She looks carefully after her affairs; her wealth accumu- 
lâtes from year to year; perhaps she might even be called par- 
simonious^ if it were not for the noble use she makes of her 
fortune. Varions pious and charitable institutions, alms- 
houses, and orphan asylums, a richly endowed public library, 
and donations to Tarions churches in Saumur, are a sufiQcient 
answer to the charge of avarice which some f ew people hâve 
brought against her. 

They sometimes speak of her in joke as mademoiselle^ but 
in f act^ people stand somewhat in awe of Mme. de Bonf ons. 
It was as if she, whose heart went ont so readily to others, was 
always to be the victim of their interested calculations, and to 
be eut off from them by a barrier of distrust; as if for ail 
warmth and brightness in her life she was to find only the 
pale glitter of métal. 

^^No one loves me but you," she would sometimes say to 
Nanon. 

Yet her hands are always ready to bind the wounds that 
other eyes do not see, in any house; and her way to heaven 
is one long succession of kindness and good deeds. The real 
greatness of her soûl has risen above the cramping influences 
of her early life. And this is the life history of a woman who 
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dwells in the world, yet is not of it, a woman so grandly fitted 
to be a wif e and mother, but who bas neither husband nor 
chîldren nor kindred. 

Of late the good folk of Saumur bave begun to talk of a 
second marriage for her. Siunor is busy witb ber name and 
tbat of tbe Marquis de Froidfond; indeed, bis family bave 
begun to surround the rich widow, just as the Cruchots once 
flocked about Eugénie Grandet. N"anon and Comoiller, so it 
is said> are in tbe interest of the Marquis^ but notbing could 
be more false; for big Nanon and Comoiller bave neither of 
them wit enougb to understand the corruptions of tbe world. 



A STUDY OF WOMAN 

Dedicated to the Marquis Jeaiv-Charles di Negro. 

The Marquise de Listomère is a young womaii brought up 
in the spirit of the Bestoration. She has prineiples^ she f asts 
in season^ she takes the Saerament^ she goes veiy mueh 
dressed to halls, to the Bouffons, to the Opéra; her spiritual 
director allows her to combine the saered and the profane. 
Always on good terms with the Chureh and the world, she 
is an incarnation of the présent time, and seems to haye taken 
the word Legality for her motto. The Marquise'» coriduct 
ia marked by exactly enough dévotion to enable her, under 
another Maintenon, to achieve the gloomy piety of the last 
days of Louis XIV., and enough worldliness to adopt the 
manners and gallantry of the earlier years of his reign, if 
they ever could retum. 

Just now she is virtuous f rom interest, or, perhaps, by 
taste. Married some seven years since to the Marquis de listo- 
mère, a deputy who expects a peerage, she perhaps thinks that 
her conduct may promote the ambitions of the f amily. Some 
women wait to pass judgment on her till Monsieur de Listo- 
mère is made Pair de France, and till she is six-and-thirty — 
a time of life when most women discover that they are the 
dupes of social laws. 

The Marquis is an insignificant personage; he is in favor 
at Court; his good qualities, like his faults, are négative; 
the former can no more give him a réputation for virtue than 
the latter can give him the sort of brilliancy bestowed by vice. 
As a deputy he never speaks, but he votes "straight f^ and at 
home, he behaves as he does in the Chamber. He is consid- 
ered the best husband in Franoe. Though he is incapable 
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of enthusiafims^ he neyer scolds^ iinless he is kept waiting. Hîs 
friends nicknaine him ^^Cloudy weather;'* and, in fact, there 
is in him no excessively bright light, and no utter darkness. 
He is exactly like ail the Ministers that hâve sueceeded each 
other in France since the Charter. 

A woman with principles could hardly hâve fallen into 
better hands. Is it not a great thing for a virtuous woman 
to hâve married a man incapable of a foUy? Dandies hâve 
been known to venture on the impertinence of slightly press- 
ing the Marquise'fi hand when dancing with her; they met 
only looks of scom, and ail hâve experienced that insulting 
indifférence which, like spring f rosts, chiUs the germs of the 
fairest hopes. Handsome men, witty men, coxcombs, senti- 
mental men who dérive nonrishment f rom sucking the knob 
of their walking-sticks, men of name and men of famé, 
men of high birth and of low, ail hâve blenched bef ore her. 
She has won the right of talking as long and as often as she 
pleases with men whom she thinks intelligent, without being 
entered in the calendar of scandai. Some coquettes are 
capable of pursuing this plan for seven years on end, to 
gratif y their f ancy at last ; but to ascribe such a covert motive 
to Madame de Listomère would be to calumniate her. I had 
been so happy as to meet this Phœnix of a Marquise; she 
talks well, I am a good listener. I pleased her, and I go to 
her evening parties. This was the object of my ambition. 

Neither plain nor pretty, Madame de Listomère has white 
teeth, a brilliant complexion, and very red lips; she is tall 
and well made, has a small, slender foot, which she does not 
display; her eyes, far from being duUed, as most eyes are in 
Paris, hâve a soft gleam which becomes magical when by 
chance she is animated. You feel there is a soûl under this 
îU-defined personality. When she is înterested in the con- 
versation, she reveals the grâce that lies buried under the 
prudery of cold demeanor, and then she is charming. She 
does not crave for success, and she gets it. We always find 
the thing we do not seek. This statement is too often true not 
to become a proverb one day. It will be the moral of this 
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taie, which I should not allow myself to relate îf it were 
nat at this moment the talk of every drawing-room in Paris. 

One evening, about a month sinee, the Marquise de Listo- 
mère danced with. a joung man as modest as he is heedless, 
fuU of good qualities, but showing only his bad ones; he is 
impassioned, and laughs at passion; he has talent, and hides 
it ; he assumes the savant with aristocrats, and affects to be 
aristocratie with savants. 

Eugène de Eastignac is one of those very sensible young 
men who try everything, and seem to sound other men to 
discover what the future will bring fori;h. Pending the âge 
when he will be ambitions, he laughs at everything; he has 
grâce and originality — ^two qualities which are rare, because 
they exclude each other. Without aiming at success, he talked 
to Madame de Listomère for about half an hour. Without fol- 
lowing the déviations of a conversation which, beginning with 
William Tell, went on to the duties of woman, he looked 
at the Marquise more than once in a way to embarrass her; 
then he left her, and spoke to her no more ail the evening. 
He danced, sat down to écarté^ lost a little money, and went 
home to bed. I hâve the honor of assuring you that this is 
exactly what happened. I hâve added, I hâve omitted 
nothing. 

The next moming Eastignac woke late, remained in bed, 
where he gave himself up, no doubt, to some of those moming 
day-dreams in which a young man glides, like a sylph, behind 
more than one curtain of silk, wool, or cotton. At such mo- 
ments, the heavier the body is with sleep, the more nimble 
is the fancy. Finally Eastignac got up without yawning 
too much, as so many ill-bred people do, rang for his man- 
servant, ordered some tea, and drank of it immoderately — 
which will not seem strange to those who like tea; but, to 
account for this to those persons who only regard tea as a 
panacea for indigestion, I will add that Eugène was writing; 
he sat at his ease, and his feet were more often on the fire- 
dogs than in his f oot-muff . 

Oh ! to sit with your feet on the polished bar that resta on 
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the two brackets of a fender, and dream of your love affaira 
while wrapped in your dressing-gown, is so delightf ul a thing, 
that I deeply regret having no mistress, no fire-doga, and no 
dressing-gown. When I shall hâve ail those good thing», I 
Bhall not Write my expériences, I shall take the benefit of 
them. 

The first letter Eugène had to write was finished in a 
quaiter of an hour. He f olded it, sealed it, and lef t it lying 
in front of him without any address. The second letter, 
begun at eleven o'clock, was not finished till noon. The four 
pages were written ail over. 

'^That woman runs in my head,^^ said he to himself as he 
folded the second missive, leaving it there, and intending to 
address it after ending his involuntary rêverie. He crossed 
the fronts of his flowered dressing-gown, put his feet on a 
stool, stuffed his hands into the pockets of his red cashmere 
trousers, and threw himself back in a delicious armchair 
with deep ears, of which the seat and back were set at the 
comfortable angle of a hundred and twenty degrees. He 
drank no more tea, but remained passive, his eyes fixed on 
the little gilt fist which formed the knob of his fire-shovel, 
without seeing the shovel, or the hand, or the gilding. He 
dîd not even make up the fire. This was a great mistakel 
Is it not an intense pleasure to fidget with the fire when 
dreaming of women? Our fancy lends speech to the little 
blue tongues which suddenly burst up and babble on the 
hearth. We can find a meaning in the sudden and noisy lan- 
guage of a bourguignon. 

At this Word I must pause and insert, for the benefit of 
the ignorant, an explanation vouchsafed by a very distin- 
guished etymologist, who wishes to remain anonymous. 
Bourguignon is the popular and symbolical name given, ever 
since the reign of Charles VI., to the loud explosions which 
lesult in the éjection on to a rug or a drees of a fragment 
of charcoal, the germ of a conflagration. The beat, it îs said, 
explodes a bubble of air remaining in the heart of the wood, 
in the trail of some gnawing grub. Inde amor, inde Bw* 
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gundus. We quake as we see the charred pièces coming down 
like an avalanche when we had balanced them so industriously 
between two blazing logs. Oh I making np a wood-fire when 
you are in love is the material expression of your sentiments. 

It was at this moment that I entered Eugène's room; he 
started violently, and said : 

^'So there you are, my dear Horace. How long hâve yon 
been here?^* 

"I hâve this moment come.*' 

"Ah r 

He took the two letters, addressed them, and rang for his 
servant. 

'^Take thèse two notes.'* 

And Joseph went without a remark. Excellent servant 1 

And we proceeded to discnss the expédition to the Morea, 
in which I wanted to be employed as surgeon. Eugène 
pointed out that I should lose much by leaving Paris, and we 
then talked of indiffèrent things. I do not think that I shall 
be blamed for omitting our conversation. 

When Madame de Listomère rose at about two in the af ter- 
noon, her maid Caroline handed her a letter, which she read 
while Caroline was dressing her hair. (An imprudence com- 
mitted by a great many young wives.) 

"Ah, dear angel of love, my treasure of life and happi- 
ness V^ — on reading thèse words, the Marquise was going to 
throw the letter into the fire ; but a f ancy flashed through her 
head, which any virtuous woman will understand to a marvel, 
namely, to see how a man might end who began in this strain. 
She read on. When she tumed her fourth page, she dropped 
/her arms like a persan who is tired. 

"Caroline,** said she, "go and find out who left this letter 
for me.** 

^'Madame, I took it from M. le Baron de Ba8tigaac*8 man- 
servant.** 

There was a long silence. 
"Will madame dress nowP* 
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"He must be excessively impertinent I" thonght the Mar- 
quise. — ^I may ask any woman to make her own commentary. 

Madame de Listomère closed hers with a formai resolution 
to shut her door on Monsieur Eugène, and, if she should 
meet him in company, to treat him with more than contempt; 
for his audaeity was not to be compared with any of the 
other inâtances which the Marquise had at last f orgiven. At 
first she thought she would keep the letter, but, on due refleo- 
tion, she bumed it. 

'Madame bas just reeeived such a flaming love-letter, and 
she read it \" said Caroline to the housemaid. 

"I never should hâve thought it of madame,^^ said the old 
woman, quite astonished. 

That evening the Marquise was at the house of the Mar- 
quis de Beauséant, where she would probably meet Bastignac. 
It was a Saturday. The Marquis de Beauséant was distantly 
related to Monsieur de Bastignac, so the young man could 
not f ail to appear in the course of the evening. At two in the 
moming, Madame de Listomère, who had stayed so late solely 
to erush Eugène by her coldness, had waited in vain. A witty 
writer, Stendahl, bas given the whimsical name of crystalliza- 
tion to the process worked out by the Marquise's mind bef ore, 
during, and ai ter this evening. 

Pour days later Eugène was scolding his man-servant. 

'TLook hère, Joseph; I shall be obliged to get rid of you, 
my good fellow.'* 

'T[ beg your pardon, sir?^* 

'TTou do notiiing but blunder. Where did you take the 
two letters I gave you on Friday ?" 

Joseph was bewildered. Like a statue in a eathedral porch 
he stood motionless, whoUy absorbed in the travail of his 
ideas. Suddenly he smiled f oolishly, and said : 

'Ttf onsieur, one was for Madame la Marquise de Listomère, 
Bue Saint-Dominique, and the other was for Monsieur's 
lawyer " 

^Are you sure of what you say?" 
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Joseph stood duinfoiiiicled. I must evidently interfère — 
happening to be présent at the moment. 

"Joseph is right/' said I. Eugène tumed round to me. 
"I read the addresses quite involuntarily, and ^^ 

"And/^ said Eugène, interrupting me, "was not one of them 
for Madame de Nucingen?** 

"No, by ail the devils ! And so I supposed, my dear boy, 
that your heart had pirouetted from the Eue Saint-Lazare to 
the Eue Saint-Dominique/' 

Eugène struck his forehead with the palm of his hand, 
and began to smile< Joseph saw plainly that the fault was 
none of his. 

Now, there are certain moral reflections on which ail 
young men should meditate. Mistake the first: Eugène 
thought it amusing to hâve made Madame de Listomère laugh 
at the blunder that Jiad put her in possession of a love- 
letter which was not intended for her. Mistake the second: 
He did not go to see Madame de Listomère till four days 
after the misadventure, thus giving the thoughts of a vir- 
tuous young woman time to crystallize. And there were a 
dozen more mistakes which must be passed over in silence 
to give ladies ex professa the pleasure of deducing them for 
the benefit of those who cannot guess them. 

Eugène arrived at the Marquise^s door; but as he was 
going in, the porter stopped him, and told him that Madame 
de Listomère was out. As he was getting into his carriage 
again, the Marquis came in. 

"Come up, Eugène,*^ said he; "my wife is at home.'* 

Oh ! f orgive the Marquis. A husband, however admirable^ 
scarcely ever attains to perfection. 

Eastignac as he went upstairs discemed the ten fallacies 
in worldly logic which stooii on this page of the f air book of 
his life. 

When Madame de Listomère saw her husband come in 
with Eugène, she could not help coloring. The young Baron 
observed the sudden flush. If the most modest of men never 
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quite loBes some little dregs of oonceit, which he can no more 
get rid of than a woman can throw off her inévitable yanities^ 
who can blâme Eugène for saying to himself, '*What! this 
stronghold too?'^ and he settled bis head in his crarat. 
Though young men are not very avaricious, they ail love to 
add a head to their collection of medals. 

Monsieur de Listomère seized on the Oazette de France, 
which he saw in a corner by the fireplace^ and vrent to the 
window to form, by the help of the newspaper, an opinion 
of his own as to the state of France. No vroman^ not even 
a prude^ is loug in embarrassment even in the most difficult 
situation in which she can find herself ; she seems always 
to carry in her hand the fig-leaf given to her by our mother 
Eve. And so, when Eugène, having interpreted the orders 
given to the porter in a sensé flattering to his vanity, made 
his bow to Madame de Listomère with a tolerably deliberate 
air^ she waa able to conceal ail her thoughts behind one of 
those féminine smiles^ which are more impénétrable than a 
King's speech. 

"Are you unwell, madame? Tou had closed your door." 

"N"o, monsieur.*^ 

'Tou were going ont perhaps?*' 

'Tf ot at ail/' 

'Tou are expecting somebody?'' 

'Tfobody.'^ 

'T[f my visit is ill timed, you hâve only the Marquis to 
blâme. I was obeying your mysterîous ordera when he him- 
self invited me into the sanctuary.^' 

'^Monsieur de Listomère was not in my confidence. There 
are certain secrets which it is not always prudent to share 
with one's husband.^' 

The firm, mild tone in which the Marquise spoke thèse 
words, and the imposing dignity of her glance, were enough 
to make Bastignac feel that he had been in too much haste 
to plume himself. 

'1 understand^ madame/' said he, laughing; '1 must there- 
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fore congratulate myself ail the more on having met Monsieur 
le Marquis; he has procured me an opportunity for oflEering 
you an explanation, which would be f raught with danger, 
but that you are kindness itself /^ 

The Marquise looked at the young Baron with considérable 
astonishment, but she replied with dignity. 

"On your part, monsieur, silence will be the best excuse. 
On my side I promise you to forget entirely — a forgiveness 
you scarcely merit/^ 

"Forgiveness is needless, madame, when there has been 
no ofifence. — The letter you received,^' he added in an under- 
tone, "and which you must hâve thought so imseemly, was 
not intended for you/' 

The Marquise smiled in spite of herself; she wished to 
appear offended. 

^TVTiy tell a falsehood?'* she replied with an air of dis- 
dainf ul amusement, but in a veiy f riendly tone. '^NTow that 
I hâve scolded you enough, I am quite ready to laugh at a 
stratagem not devoid of skill. I know some poor women who 
would be caught by it. 'Good heavens, how he loves me !' they 
would say/* She forced a laugh, and added with an indul- 
gent air, "If we are to remain f riends, let me hear nothing 
more of mistakes of which I cannot be the dupe/' 

"On my honor, madame, you are far more so than you 
f ancy,'' Eugène eagerly replied. 

'^hat are you talldng about?'' asked Monsieur de Listo- 
mère, who for a minute had been listening to the conversation, 
without being able to pierce the darkness of its meaning. 

"Oh, nothing that will interest you,'' said Madame de 
Listomère. 

The Marquis quietly retumed to his paper, saying, 'T. see 
Madame de Mortsauf is dead; your poor brother is at Cloche- 
gourde no doubt." 

'T)o you know, monsieur," said the Marquise, addressing 
Eugène, "that you hâve just made a veiy impertinent 
speech?^ 
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'If I did not know the strictness of your principles/* he 
replied simply, "I should fancy you either meant to put 
ideas into my head which I dare not allow myself, or to 
wring my secret from me; or perhaps, indeed, you wish to 
make f un of me/* 

The Marquise smiled. TMs smile put Eugène out of pa- 
tience. 

*'May you always believe, madame, in the oflEence I did not 
commit I*' said he. "And I f ervently hope that chance may 
not lead you to discover in society the person who was in- 
tended to read that letter '^ 

^'What! Still Madame de Nucingen?** cried Madame de 
Listomère, more anxious to master the secret than to be 
revenged on the young man for his retort. 

Eugène reddened. A man must be more than five-and- 
twenty not to redden when he is blamed for the stupid fidelity 
which women laugh at only to avoid betraying how much they 
enyy its object. However, he said, calmly enough, ^TVhy not, 
madame?*' 

Thèse are the blunders we commit at five-and-twenty. 
This confession agitated Madame de Listomère violently; 
but Eugène was not yet able to analyze a woman's face as seen 
in a glimpse, or from one side. Only her lips tumed white. 
She rang to hâve some wood put on the fire, and so obliged 
Eugène to rise to take leave. "If that is the case,** said 
the Marquise, stopping Eugène by her cold, précise manner, 
"you will find it dilBcult, monsieur, to explain by what chance 
my name happened to come to your pen. An addrees written 
on a letter is not like the first-come crush hat which a man 
may heedlessly take for his own on leaving a bail.** 

Eugène, put quite out of countenance, looked at the Mar- 
quise with a mingled expression of stupidity and f atuousness ; 
he felt that he was ridiculous, stammered out some schoolboy 
speech, and lef t. A few days later Madame de Listomère had 
indisputable proof of Eugène*s veracity. 

For more than a f ortnight she has not gone into sodety. 
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The Marquis tells every one who askg him the reasom of 
this change : 

^Ttfy wif e has a gastric attack/^ 

I, who attend her, and who know her secret, know that she 
is only suffering f rom a little nervous crisis, and takes adyan- 
tage of it to stay quietly at home. 

TAsm, Febntary uni. 
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To Léon Oozlan as a Tohen of Literwry Good-felloivikip. 

At Paris there are almost always two separate parties going 
on at every bail and rout. First, an oflBcial party, composed 
of the persons invited, a fashionable and much-bored circle. 
Each one grimaces for his neighbor's eye; most of the younger 
women are there for one person only ; when each wornao has 
assured herself that for that one she is the handsomest woman 
in the room, and that the opinion is perhaps shared by a f ew 
others, a few insignificant phrases are exchanged, as: "Do 
you think of going away soôn to La Crampade ?^^ 'Tïow wéSL 
Madame de Portenduère sang!^^ ^'Who is the little woman 
with such a load of diamonds?" Or, after firing off some 
smari; epigrams, which give transient pleasure, and leave 
wounds that rankle long, the groups thin ont, the mère 
lookers on go away, and the waxlights bum down to the 
seonces. 

The mistress of the house then waylays a few ari;ists, amns- 
ing people or intimate friends> saying, ^TDo not go yet; we 
will hâve a snug little supper/^ Thèse coUect in some small 
room. The second, the real party, now begins ; a pari;y where, 
as of old, every one can hear what is said, conversation is 
gênerai, eaqji one is bound to be witty and to contribute to 
the amusement of ail. Ever3rthing is made to tell, honest 
laughter takes the place of the gloom which in company 
saddens the prettiest faces. In shori;, where the rout ends 
pleasure begins. 

The Eout, a cold display of luxury, a teview of self-conceits 
in fuU dress, is one of those English inventions which tend 
to mechanize other nations. England seems bent on seeing 
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the whole world as dull as itself, and dull in the same way. 
So this second party is, in some French honses, a happy pro- 
test on the part of the old spirit of our light-hearted people. 
Only, nnfortunately, so few houses protest; and the reason 
is a simple one. If we no longer hâve many snppers nowa- 
days^ it is because never, nnder any rule, hâve there been 
fewer men plaœd, established, and successf ul than nnder the 
reign of Louis Philippe, when the Eevolution began again, 
lawfnlly. Eveiybody is on the march some whither, or trot- 
ting at the heels of Fortune. Time has become the costliest 
commodity, so no one can afford the lavish extravagance of 
going home to-morrow moming and getting up late. Hence, 
there is no second soirée now but at the houses of women rich 
enough to entertain, and since July 1830 such women may 
be counted in Paris. 

In spite of the covert opposition of the Faubourg Saint- 
Germain, two or three women, among them Madame 
d^Espard and Mademoiselle des Touches, hâve not chosen to 
give up the share of influence they exercised in Paris, and 
hâve not closed their houses. 

The salon of Mademoiselle des Touches is noted in Paris 
as being the last refuge where the old French wit has found a 
home, with its reserved depths, its myriad subtle byways, and 
its exquisite politeness. You will there still find grâce of 
manner notwithstanding the conventionalities of courtesy, 
perfect freedom of talk notwithstanding the réserve which 
is natural to persons of breeding, and, above aJl, a libéral 
flow of ideas. No one there thinks of keeping his thought for 
a play; and no one regards a story as material for a book. In 
short, the hideous skeleton of literature at bay never stalks 
there, on the prowl for a clever sally or an interesting subject. 

The memory of one of thèse evenings especially dwells with 
me, less by reason of a confidence in which the illustrions 
de Marsay opened up one of the deepest recesses of woman's 
heart, than on account of the reflections to which his narrative 
gave rise, as to the changes that hâve taken place in the 
French woman since the f ateful révolution of July. 
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On that evening chance had brought together several per- 
soDfi, whose indisputable merits hâve won them European 
réputations. This is not a pièce of flattery addressed to 
France, for there were a good many f oreigners présent. And, 
indeed, the men who most shone were not the most f amons. 
Ingénions repartee, acute remarks, admirable banter, pictures 
sketched with brilliant précision, ail sparkied and flowed 
withont élaboration, were poured ont without disdain, but 
without effort, and were exquisitely expressed and delicately 
appreciated. The men of the world especially were conspicu- 
ouB for their really artistic grâce and spirit. 

Elsewhere in Europe you will find élégant manners, cor- 
diality, génial fellowship, and knowledge; but only in Paris, 
in this drawing-room, and those to which I hâve alluded, 
does the particular wit abound which gives an agreeable and 
changeful unity to ail thèse social qualities, an indescribable 
river-like flow which makes this profusion of ideas, of défini- 
tions, of anecdotes, of historical incidents, meander with ease. 
Paris, the capital of taste, alone possesses the science which 
makes conversation a toumey in which each type of wit is 
condensed into a shaft, each speaker utters his phrase and 
casts his expérience in a word, in which every one fiinds amuse- 
ment, relaxation, and exercise. Hère, then, alone, will you 
exchange ideas; hère you need not, like the dolphin in the 
fable, carry a monkey on your shoulders ; hère you will be un- 
derstood, and will not risk staking your gold pièces against 
base métal. 

Hère, again, secrets neatly betrayed, and talk, light or 
deep, play and eddy, changing their aspect and hue at every 
phrase. Eager criticism and crisp anecdotes lead on from 
one to the next. AU eyes are listening, a gesture asks a 
question, and an expressive look gives the answer. In short, 
and in a word, everything is wit and mind. 

The phenomenon of speech, which, when duly studied and 
well handled, is the power of the actor and the story-teller, 
had never so completely bewitched me. Nor was I alone 
under the influence of its spell; we ail spent a delightfui 
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evening. The conversation had drifted into anecdote^ and 
brought ont in its rushing course some curions confessions, 
several portraits^ and a thousand foUies^ which make this 
enchanting improvisation impossible to record ; still, by setting 
thèse things down in ail their natural f reshness and abrupt^ 
ness, their elusive divarications, you may perhaps feel the 
charm of a real French evening, taken at the moment when 
the most engaging familiarity makes each one forget his 
own interests, his personal conceit, or, if you like, his preten- 
sions. 

At about two in the moming, as supper ended, no one was 
left sitting round the table but intimate friends, ppoved by 
an intercourse of fifteen years, and some persons of great 
taste and good breeding, who knew the world. By tacit agree- 
ment, perfectly carried out, at supper every one renounced 
his pretensions to importance. Perfect equality set the tone. 
But indeed there was no one présent who was not veiy proud 
of being himself . 

Mademoiselle des Touches always insists on her guests re- 
maining at table till they leave, having frequently remarked 
the change which a move produces in the spirit of a party. 
Between the dining-room and the drawing-room the charm 
is destpoyed. According to Sterne, the ideas of an author 
after shaving are différent from those he had before. If 
Sterne is right, may it not be boldly asserted that the f rame 
of mind of a party at table is not the same as that of the 
same persons retumed to the drawing-room ? The atmosphère 
is not heady, the eye no longer cojitemplates the brilliant 
disorder of the dessert, lost are the happy eflEects of that lax- 
ness of mood, that benevolence which comes over us while 
we remain in the humor peculiar to the well-fiUed man, settled 
comfortably on one of the springy chairs which are made 
in thèse days. Perhaps we are not more ready to talk face 
to face with the dessert and in the society of good wine, 
during the delightful interval when every one may sit with an 
elbow on the table and his head resting on his hand. ISTot only 
does every one like to talk then, but also ta Usten. Digestion, 
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which is almost always attenta is loquacious or silent^ as char- 
acters diflfer. Then eveiy one finds hîs opportunity. 

Was not this preamble necessary to make you know the 
chann of the narrative, by which a celebrated man, now dead^ 
depieted the innocent jesnistry of women, painting it with the 
Bubtlety pecnliar to persons who hâve seen much of the 
world, and which makes statesmen such delightful story- 
tellers when, like Prince Talleyrand and Prince Mettemich, 
they vouchsaf e to tell a story ? 

De Marsay, prime minister for some six months, had al- 
ready given proof s of superior capabilities. Those who had 
known him long were not indeed snrprised to see h\m display 
ail the talents and varions aptitudes of a statesman; still it 
might yet be a question whether he would prove to be a solid 
politician, or had merely been moulded in the fire of circum- 
stance. This question had just been asked by a man whom he 
had made préfet, a man of wit and observation, who had for 
a long time been a joumalist, and who admired de Marsay 
without infusing into his admiration that dash of acrid criti- 
cism by which, in Paris, one superior man excuses himself 
from admiring another. 

'^as there ever,^' said he, ''in your former life, any event, 
any thought or wish which told you what your vooation was?'* 
asked Emile Blondet; ''for we ail, like Newton, hâve our 
apple, which f aJls and leads us to the spot where our f aculties 
develop " 

"Yes,^^ said de Marsay ; "I will tell you about it/' 

Pretty women, political dandies, artists, old men, de Mar- 
say's intimate friends, — ail settled themselves comfortably, 
each in his favorite attitude, to look at the Minister. Need it 
be said that the servants had left, that the doors were shut, 
and the curtains drawn over them ? The silence was so com- 
plète that the murmurs of the coachmen^s voices could be 
heard from the courtyard, and the pawing and champing 
made by horses when asking to be taken back to their stable. 

"The statesman, my friends, exists by one single quality," 
said the Minister, playing with his gold and mother-of-pearl 



230 ANOTHEB STUDY OF WOMAN 

dessert knîfe. ^'To wit : the power of aJways being master of 
himself ; of profiting more or less, under ail circumstances^ 
by every event, however f ortuitous ; in short, of having within 
himself a cold and disinterested other self, who looks on as a 
speetator at ail the changes of life, noting our passions and 
our sentiments, and whispering to ns in every case the judg- 
ment of a sort of moral ready-reckoner." 

^^That explains why a statesman is so rare a thing in 
France,^^ said old Lord Dudley. 

'Trom a sentimental point of view, this is horrible,^^ the 
Minister went on. ^^Hence, when such a phenomenon is 
seen in a young man — ^Richelieu, who, when wamed over- 
night by a letter of Concini's péril, slept till midday, when 
his benefactor was killed at ten o'clock — or say Pitt, or 
Napoléon, he is a monster. I became such a monster at a 
very early âge, thanks to a woman/^ 

"I fancied,^^ said Madame de Montcomet with a smile, 
"that more politicians were nndone by ns than we could 
make." 

"The monster of which I speak is a monster just because 
he withstands yoV^ replied de Marsay, with a little ironical 
bow. 

"If this is a love-story,^^ the Baronne de Nucingen inter- 
posed, ^T. request that it may not be interrupted by any re- 
flections/^ 

"Eeflection is so antipathetic to it!^^ cried Joseph Bridau. 

'T; was seventeen,^^ de Marsay went on; "the Êestoration 
was being Consolidated; my old friends know how impetuous 
and fervid I was then. I was in love for the first time, 
and I was — I may say so now — one of the handsomest young 
fellows in Paris. I had youth and good looks, two advantages 
due to good fortune, but of which we are ail as proud as of a 
conquest. I must be silent as to the rest. — Like ail youths, 
I wafi in love with a woman six years older than myself . No 
one of you here," said he, looking carefully round the table, 
"can suspect her name or recognize her. BonqueroUes alone, 
at the time, ever guessed my secret. He has kept it well. 
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but I should hâve feared his smile. However, he is gone/' 
said the Minister, looking round. 

"He would not stay to supper," said Madame de Nucingen. 

"For six monthfi, possessed by my passion/' de Marsay 
went on, ^T)ut incapable of suspecting that it had overmas- 
tered me, I had abandoned myself to that rapturous idolatry 
whieh is at once the triumph and the frail joy of the young. 
I treasured her old gloves ; I drank an infusion of the flowers 
she had worn; I got out of bed at night to go and gaze at 
her window. AU my blood rushed to my heart when I inhaled 
the perfume she used. I was miles away from knowing that 
woman is a stove with a marble casing." 

"Oh! spare us your terrible verdicts/* cried Madame de 
Montcornet with a smile. 

'T[ believe I should hâve crushed with my scom the philoso- 
pher who first uttered this terrible but profoundly true 
thought/' said de Marsay. "You are ail far too keen-sighted 
for me to say any more on that point. Thèse few words 
will remind you of your own f oUies. 

'^A great lady if ever there was one, a widow without chil- 
dren — oh ! ail was perf ect — my idol would shut herself up to 
mark my linen with her hair ; in short, she responded to my 
madness by her own. And how can we f ail to believe in pas- 
sion when it has the guarantee of madness ? 

^^e each devoted ail our minds to concealing a love so per- 
fect and so beautiful from the eyes of the world; and we 
succeeded. And what charm we f ound in our escapades ! Of 
her I will say nothing. She was perfection then, and to this 
day is considered one of the most beautiful women in Paris ; 
but at that time a man would hâve endured death to win one 
of her glances. She had been left with an araount of fortune 
sufBcient for a woman who had loved and was adored; but 
the Restoration, to which she owed renewed lustre, made it 
seem inadéquate in coraparison with her name. In my posi- 
tion I was so fatuous as never to dream of a suspicion. 
Though my jealousy would hâve been of a hundred and 
twenty Othello-power, that terrible passion slimibered in me 
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as gold in the nugget. I would hâve ordered my serrant to 
thrash me if I had been so base as ever ta doubt the pnrity 
of that angel — so fragile and so strong, sa fair, sa artless, 
pure, spotless, and whose blue eye allawed my gaze ta saiind it 
ta the very depths af her heart with adarable submissiveness. 
Never was there the slightest hesitaney in her attitude, her 
laak, ar ward; aJways white and fresh, and ready far the 
Belaved like the Oriental Lily af the ^Sang of Songs !' Ah ! 
my friends!'' sadly exelaimed the Minister, grown young 
again, ^^a man mnst hit his head very hard on the marble 
ta dispel that poem !" 

This cry of nature, finding an écho in the listeners, spurred 
the euriosity he had excited in them with sa much skill. 

^^Every morning, riding Sultan — ^the fine horse you sent 
me from England," de Marsay went on, addressing Lord 
Dudley, "I rode past her open carriage, the horses^ paee being 
intentionally reduced ta a walk, and read the order of the 
day signaled to me by the flowers of her bouquet in case we 
were unable to exchange a few words. Though we saw each 
other almost every evening in society, and she wrote to me 
every day, ta deceive the curious and mislead the observant 
we had adopted a scheme of conduct: never to look at each 
other; to avoid meeting; to speak ill of each other. Self- 
admiration, swagger, or playing the disdained swain,— ail 
thèse old manœuvres are not to compare on either part 
with a false passion professed for an indiffèrent person and 
an air of indifférence towards the true idal. If two lovers 
will only play that game, the world will always be deceived; 
but then they must be very secure of each other. 

"Her stalking-horse was a man in high favor, a courtier, 
cold and sanctimonious, whom she never received at her 
own house. This little comedy was performed for the benefit 
of simpletons and drawing-room circles, who laughed at it. 
Marriage was never spoken of between us ; six years' différence 
of âge might give her pause ; she knew nothing of my fortune, 
of which, on principle, I hâve always kept the secret. I, on 
my part, f ascinated by her wit and manners, by the extent of 
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hep knowledge and her expérience of the world, would hâve 
married her without a thought. At the same time, her ré- 
serve charmed me. If she had been the first ta speak of 
marriage in a certain tone, I might perhaps hâve noted it 
as vulgar in that accomplished soûl. 

''Six months, fnll and perfect — a diamond af the purest 
water ! That has been my portion of love in this base world. 

''One morning, attacked by the feverish stiflEness which 
marks the beginning of a cold, I wrote her a line to put oflf 
one of those secret festivals which are buried under the roofs 
of Paris like pearls in the sea. No sooner was the letter sent 
than remorse seized me: she will not believe that I am ill! 
thought I. She was wont to affect jealousy and suspicious- 
ness. — ^When jealousy is genuine," said de Marsay, intenupt- 
ing himself , "it is the visible sign of an unique passion/^ 

"Why?'* asked the Princesse de Cadignan eagerly. 

"Unique and true love/^ said de Marsay, "produces a sort 
of corporeal apathy attuned to the contemplation into which 
one falls. Then the mind complicates everything; it works 
on itself, pictures its fancies, tums them into reality and 
torment; and such jealousy is as delightful as it is distress- 
ing.» 

A foreign mînister smiled as, by the light of memory, he 
felt the truth of this remark. 

"Besides/^ de Marsay went on, "I said to myself, why miss 
a happy hour ? Was it not better to go, even though feverish ? 
And, then, if she leams that I am ill, I believe her capable 
of hurrying hère and compromising herself . I made an 
effort ; I wrote a second letter, and carried it myself, for my 
confidential servant was now gone. The river lay between us. 
I had to cross Paris; but at last, within a suitable distance 
of her house, I caught sight of a messenger; I charged him 
to hâve the note sent up to her at once, and I had the happy 
idea of driving past her door in a hackney cab to see whether 
she might not by chance receive the two letters together. At 
the moment when I arrived it was two o^clock ; the great gâte 
opened to admit a carriage. Whose? — That of the staUdng- 
horsel 
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'T[t is fifteen years since — ^well, even while I tell the taie, 
I, the exhauflted orator, the Minister dried up by the friction 
of public business, I still feel a surging in my heart and the 
hot blood about my diaphragm. At the end of an hour I 
passed ouce more; the carriage waa still in the courtyardi 
My note no doubt was in the porteras hands. At last, at half- 
past three, the carriage drove ont. I could observe my rivales 
expression; he was grave, and did not smile; but he was in 
love, and no doubt there was business in hand. 

'Œ went to keep my appointment; the queen of my heart 
met me ; I saw her calm, pure, serene. And hère I must con- 
fess that I hâve always thought that Othello was not only 
stupid, but showed very bad taste. Only a man who is half 
a negro could behave so : indeed Shakespeare f elt this when he 
called his play 'The Moor of Venice/ The sight of the woman 
we love is such a balm to the heart that it must dispel 
anguish, doubt, and sorrow. AU my rage vanished. I could 
smile again. Hence this cheerfulness, which at my âge now 
would be the most atrocious dissimulation, was the resuit of 
my youth and my love. My jealousy once buried, I had the 
power of observation. My ailing condition was évident; the 
horrible doubts that had fermented in me increased it. At 
»last I found an opening for putting in thèse words: TTou 
hâve had no one with you this moming?^ making a pretext 
of the uneasiness I had felt in the fear lest she should hâve 
disposed of her time af ter receiving my first note. — 'Ah !^ she 
exclaimed, 'only a man could hâve such ideas ! As if I could 
think of anything but your suffering. Till the moment when 
I received your second note I could think only of how I 
could contrive to go to see you.^ — 'And you were alone?' — 
'Alone,^ said she, looking at me with a face of innocence so 
perfect that it must hâve been his distrust of such a look as 
that which made the Moor kill Desdemona. As she lived 
alone in the house, the word was a fearful lie. One single 
lie destroys the absolute confidence which to some soûls is 
the very foundation of happiness. 

"To explain to you what passed in me at that moment it 
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miist be assumed that we hâve an internai self of which the 
exterior I is but the husk; that this self^ as brilliant as light^ 
is as fragile as a shade — ^well, that beautiful self was in me 
theneeforth for ever shrouded in crape. Yes; I felt a cold 
and fleshless hand east over me the winding-sheet of expéri- 
ence, dooming me to the etemal mouming into which the 
first betrayal plunges the soûl. As I cast my eyes down that 
she might not observe my dizziness, this proud thought some- 
what restored my strength: If she is deceiving you, she is 
unworthy of you !^ 

"I ascribed my sudden reddening and the tears which 
started to my eyes to an attack of pain, and the sweet créature 
insisted on driving me home with the blinds of the cab drawn. 
On the way she was fuU of a solicitude and tenderness that 
might hâve deceived the Moor of Venice whom I hâve taken 
as a standard of comparison. Indeed, if that great child were 
to hesitate two seconds longer, every intelligent spectator feels 
that he would ask Desdemona's f orgiveness. Thus, killing the 
woman is the act of a boy. — She wept as we parted, so much 
was she distressed at being unable to nurse me herself . She 
wished she were my valet, in whose happiness she^found a 
cause of envy, and ail this was as elegantly expressed, oh! 
as Clarissa might hâve written in her happiness. There is 
always a precious ape in the prettiest and most angelic 
woman I'' 

At thèse words ail the women looked down, as if hurt by 
this brutal truth so brutally stated. 

*^I will say nothing of the night, nor of the week I spent,*' 
de Marsay went on. ^T[ discovered that I was a statesman.^' 

It was so well said that we ail uttered an admiring excla- 
mation. 

''As I thought over the really cruel vengeance to be taken 
on a woman,^^ said de Marsay, continuing his story, ''with 
infernal ingenuity — for, as we had loved each other, some ter- 
rible and irréparable revenges were possible — I despised my- 
self, I felt how common I was, I insensibly formulated a 
horrible code — that of Indulgence. In taking vengeance on 
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a woman, do we not in f act admit that there is but one for 
us, that we cannot do without her? And, then, is revenge 
the way to win her back ? If she is not indispensable, if there 
are other women in the world, why not grant her the right 
to change which we assume? 

•'This, of course, applies only to passion; in any other 
sensé it would be socially wrong. Nothing more clearly proves 
the necessity for indissoluble marriage than the instability of 
passion. The two sexes must be chained up, like wild beasts 
as they are, by inévitable law, deaf and mute. Eliminate 
revenge, and infidelity in love is nothing. Those who believe 
that for them there is but one woman in the world must be 
in f avor of vengeance, and then there is but one f orm of it — 
that of Othello. 

*^Mine was différent.'* 

The words produced in each of us the imperceptible move- 
ment which newspaper writers represent in Parliamentary 
reports by the words: great sensation. 

**Cured of my cold, and of my pure, absolute, divine love, 
I flung myself into an adventure, of which the heroine was 
charming, and of a sl^le of beauty utterly opposed to that 
of my deceiving angel. I took care not to quarrel with this 
élever woman, who was so good an actress, for I doubt whether 
true love can give such gracions delights as those lavished 
by such a dexterous fraud. Such refined hypocrisy is as 
good as virtue. — I am not speaking to you Englishwomen, 
my lady,*' said the Minister suavely, addressing Lady Bari- 
more. Lord Dudley's daughter. "I tried to be the same lover. 

"I wished to hâve some of • my hair worked up for my new 
angel, and I went to a skilled artist who at that time dwelt 
in the Eue Boucher. The man had a monopoly of capillary 
keepsakes, and I mention his address for the benefit of those 
who hâve not much hair; he bas plenty of every kind and 
every color. After I had explained my order, he showed 
me his work. I then saw achievements of patience surpassing 
those which the story bocks ascribe to fairies, or which are 
executed by prisoners. He brought me up to date as to the 
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caprices and fashions governing the use of hair. 'For the 
last year/ said he, Hhere has been a rage for marking linen 
with hair; happily I had a fine collection of hair and skilled 
needlewomen/ — On hearing this a suspicion flashed upon 
me; I took out my handkerchief and said, ^So this was done 
in your shop, with false hair?' — ^He looked at the handker- 
chief, and said, 'Ay! that lady was very particular, she in- 
sisted on verifying the tint of the hair. My wife herself 
marked those handkerchiefs. You hâve there, sir, one of the 
finest pièces of work we hâve ever executed/ Bef ore this last 
ray of light I might hâve believed something — ^might hâve 
taken a woman's word. I left the shop still having faith in 
pleasure, but where love was concemed I was as atheistical as 
a mathematician. 

"Two months later I was sitting by the side of the ethereal 
being in her boudoir, on her sofa; I was holding one of her 
hands — ^they were very beautiful — and we scaled the Alps 
of sentiment, culling their sweetest flowers, and pulling off 
the daisy-petals; there is always a moment when one pulls 
daisies to pièces, even if it is in a drawing-room and there 
are no daisies. At the intensest moment of tendemess, and 
when we are most in love, love is so well aware of its own 
short duration that we are irresistibly urged to ask, T)o 
you love me ? Will you love me always ?' I seized the elegiac 
moment, so warm, so flowery, so fuU-blown, to lead her to tell 
her most delightful lies, in the enchanting language of 
rapturous exaggeration and high-flown poetiy peculiar to 
love. Charlotte displayed her choicest allurements: She 
could not live without me; I was to her the only man in 
the world; she feared to weary me, because my présence 
beref t her of ail her wits ; with me ail her f aculties were lost 
in love ; she was indeed too tender to escape alarms ; for the 
last six months she had been seeking some way to bind me 
to her etemally, and God alone knew that secret; in short, 
I was her god V 

The women who heard de Marsay seemed oflFended by seeing 
themselves so well acted, for he seconded the words by airs, 



238 ANOTHfîB STtJDY OP WOMAN 

and sîdelong attitudes^ and mincing grimaces which were 
quite illusory. 

"At the very moment when I might hâve believed thèse 
adorable f alsehoods, as I still held ber right hand in mine^ 
I said to her, TVTien are you to marry the Duke ?^ 

"The thrust was so direct, my gaze met hers so boldly, 
and her hand lay so tightly in mine, that her start, slight 
as it was, conld not be disguised; her eyes fell before mine, 
and a faint blush colored her cheeks. — *The Duke! What 
do you mean?^ she said, affecting gieat astonishment. — T 
know everything,' replied I; *and in my opinion, you should 
delay no longer; he is rich; he is a duke; but he is more 
than devout, he is religions! I am sure, therefore, that 
you hâve been f aithful to me, thanks to his scruples. You 
cannot imagine how urgently necessaiy it is that you should 
compromise him with himself and with Ood; short of that 
you will never bring him to the point/ — ^s this a dream?' 
said she, pushing her hair from her forehead, ôfteen years 
before MaJibran, with the gesture which Malibran has made 
so famous. — *Come, do not be childish, my angel,^ said I, 
trying to take her hands; but she folded them before her 
with a little prudish and indignant mien. — ^Marry him, you 
hâve my permission,^ said I, replying to this gesture by using 
the formai vous instead of tu. ^Nay, better, I beg you to do 
so/ — ^ut,' cried she, falling at my knees, 'there is some hor- 
rible mistake; I love no one in the world but you; you may 
demand any proofs you please/ — ^ise, my dear,^ said I, 'and 
do me the honor of being truthful/ — 'As before God/ — 'Do 
you doubt my love?'— 'No/— 'Nor my fidelity ?'— Ifo/— 
'Well, I hâve committed the greatest crime,' I went on. 1 
hâve doubted your love and your fidelity. Between two in- 
toxications I looked calmly about me.' — 'Calmly !' sighed she. 
'That is enough, Henri ; you no longer love me.' 

"She had at once found, you perceive, a loophole for es- 
cape. In scènes like thèse an adverb is dangerous. But, 
happily, curiosity made her add: 'And what did you see? 
Hâve I ever spoken of the Duke excepting in public? Hâve 
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you detected in my eyes ?^ — 'No/ said I, T)ut in his. 

And you hâve eight times made me go to Saint-Thomas 
d'Aquin to see you listening to the same mass as he/ — 'Ah !' 
she exclaimed, 'then I hâve made you jealous !^ — ^'Oh ! I only 
wish I could be V said I, admiring the pliancy of her quic^ 
intelligence, and thèse acrobatie feats which can only be 
successful in the eyes of the blind. 'But by dint of going 
to church I hâve become very incredulous. On the day of 
my first cold, and your first treachery, when you thought I 
was in bed, you received the Duke, and you told me you had 
seen no one/ — 'Do you know that your conduct is inf amous P 
— In what respect? I consider your marriage to the Duke 
an excellent arrangement; he gives you a great name, the 
only rank that suits you, a brilliant and distinguished posi- 
tion. You will be one of the queens of Paris. I should be 
doing you a wrong if I placed any obstacle in the way of this 
prospect, this distinguished lif e, this splendid alliance. Ah ! 
Charlotte, some day you will do me justice by discovering 
how unlike my character is to that of other young men. You 
would hâve been compelled to deceive me; yes, you would 
hâve f ound it very diflBcult to break with me, for he watches 
you. It is time that we should part, for the Duke is rigidly 
virtuous. You must tum prude; I ad vise you to do so. The 
Duke is vain; he will be proud of his wife.^ — 'Oh!^ cried she, 
bursting into tears, 'Henri, if only you had spokeni Yes, 
if you had chosen* — it was I who was to blâme, you under^ 
stand — 'we would hâve gone to live ail our days in a corner, 
married, happy, and defied the world.^ — 'Well, it is too late 
now,^ said I, kissing her hands, and putting on a victimized 
air. — 'Good Godl But I can undo it ail!' said she. — 'No, 
you hâve gone too far with the Duke. I ought indeed to go 
a joumey to part us more effectually. We should both hâve 

reason to fear our own affection ' — 'Henri, do you think 

the Duke has any suspicions ?' I was still 'Henri,' but the tu 
was lost for ever. — 'I do not think so,' I replied, assumîng the 
manner of a friend; 'but be as devout as possible, reconcile 
yourself to God, for the Duke waits for proof s ; he hésitâtes, 
you must bring him to the point.' 
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''She rose, and walked twîce round the boudoir în real 
or affected agitation; then she no doubt found an attitude 
and a look beseeming the new state of affairs, for she stopped 
in front of me, held out her hand, and said in a voice broken 
by émotion, 'Well, Henri, you are loyal, noble, and a charm- 
ing man; I shall never forget you/ 

**These were admirable tacties. She was bewitching în 
this transition of feeling, indispensable to the situation in 
whieh she wished to place herself in regard to me. I fdl 
into the attitude, the manners, and the look of a man so 
deeply distressed, that I saw her too newly assumed dignity 
giving way; she looked at me, took my hand, drew me along 
almost, threw me on to the sofa, but quite gently, and said 
af ter a moment^s silence, TE am dreadf uUy unhappy, my dear 
f ellow. Do you love me ?' — ^^Oh ! yes/ — ^éïl, then, what will 
become of you?*^* 

Ât this point the women ail looked at each other. 

"Though I can still suffer when I recall her perfidy, I still 
laugh at her expression of entire conviction and sweet satis- 
faction that I must die, or at any rate sink into perpétuai 
melancholy," de Marsay went on. **0h ! do not laugh yet !" 
he said to his listeners; '^there is better to come. I looked 
at her very tenderly after a pause, and said to her, TTee, that 
is what I hâve been wondering.^ — 'Well, what will you do ?* — 
^I asked myself that the day after my cold.' — 'And — — ?' she 
asked with eager anxiety. — ^'And I hâve made advances to the 
little lady to whom I was supposed to be attached.' 

^'Charlotte started up from the sofa like a frightened doe, 
trembling like a leaf, gave me one of those looks in. which 
women forego ail their dignity, ail their modesty, their re^ 
finement, and even their grâce, the sparkling glitter of a 
hunted viper's eye when driven into a corner, and said, 'And 

I hâve loved this man! I hâve struggled! I hâve ' On 

this last thought, which I leave you to guess, she made the 
most impressive pause I ever heard. — 'Good Qoà V she cried, 
*how unhappy are we women! we never can be loved. To 
you there is nothing serions in the purest feelings. But never 
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mind; when you cheat us you still aie our dnpes!' — ^^T see 
that plainly/ said I, with a stricken air; 'you hâve far too 
much wit in your anger for your heart to suffer f rom it/ — 
This modest epigram încreased her rage ; she f oiind some tears 
of vexation. TTou disgust me with the world and with life/ 
she said; 'you snatch away ail my illusions; you déprave my 
heart/ 

''She said to me ail that I had a right to say to her, and 
with a simple eflfrontery, an artless audaeity, which would 
certainly hâve nailed any man but me on the spot. — 'What 
is to become of us poor women in a state of society such as 
Louis XVIII.^s charter has made it?^ — (Imagine how her 
words had run away from her.) — Tes, indeed, we are bom 
to sujHfer. In matters of passion we are always superior to 
you, and you are beneath ail loyalty. There is no honesty 
in your hearts. To you love is a game in which you always 
cheat.* — 'My dear,* said I, 'to take anything serions in so- 
dety nowadays would be like making romantic love to an 
actress.' — 'What a shameless betrayal I It was deliberately 
planned !' — 'No, only a rational issue.* — 'Good-bye, Monsieur 
de Marsay/ said she; 'you hâve deceived me horribly.' — 
'Surely,* I replied, taking up a submissive attitude, 'Madame 
la Duchesse will not remember Charlotte*» grievances?'— 
'Certainly,* she answered bitterly. — ^'Then, in fact, you hâte 
me?* — She bowed, and I said to myself, 'There is something 
Btill lef 1 1* 

"The f eeUng she had when I parted from her allowed her 
to believe that she still had something to avenge. Well, my 
f riends, I hâve carefully studied the lives of men who hâve 
had great success with women, but I do not believe that the 
Maréchal de Eichelieu, or Lauzun, or Louis de Valois ever 
effected a more judicious retreat at the first attempt. As to 
my mind aud heart, they were cast in a mould then and 
there, once for ail, and the power of control I thus acquired 
over the thoughtless impulses which make us commit so maay 
foUies gained me the admirable présence of mind you aU 
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''How deeply I pity the second!" exclaimed the BaromDe 
de Nueingen. 

Â Bcarcely perceptible smile on de Marsay'B pale lipe made 
Delphine de Niicingen color. 

"How we do f orget !" said the Baron de Nucingen. 

The great banker's simplicity was so extremely droll, that 
his wif e, who was de Marsay's "second," could not help laugh- 
ing like every one else. 

*rf ou are ail ready to condenm the woman," said Lady 
Dudley. ^TV^ell, I quite understand that she did not regard 
her marriage as an act of inconstancy. Men will never dis- 
tinguish between constancy and fidelity. — I know the woman 
whose story Monsieur de Marsay has told us, and she is one 
of the last of your truly great ladies." 

''Alas ! my lady, you are right," replied de Marsay. *Tor 
very nearly fifty years we hâve been looking on at the pro- 
gressive ruin of ail social distinctions. We ought to hâve 
saved our women f rom this great wreck, but the Civil Code 
has swept its leveling influence over their heads. However 
terrible the words, they must be spoken : Duchesses are van- 
ishing, and marquises too! As to the baronesses — ^I must 
apologize to Madame de Nucingen, who will become a count- 
686 wben her husband is made a peer of France — ^baronesses 
hâve never succeeded in getting people to take them seri- 
ously." 

"Aristocracy begins with the viscountess," said Blondet 
with a smile. 

"Countesses will survive," said de Marsay. "An élégant wo- 
man will be more or less of a countess — a countess of the Em- 
pire or of yesterday, a countess of the old block, or, as they 
say in Italy, a countess by courtesy. But as to the great lady, 
she died out with the dignified splendor of the last century, 
with powder, patches, high-heeled slippers, and stiflf bodices 
with a delta stomacher of bows. Duchesses in thèse days can 
pass through a door without any need to widen it for their 
hoops. The Empire saw the last of gowns with trains! I 
am still puzzled to understand how a sovereign who wished 
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to see his drawing-room swept ty ducal satin and velvet 
did not make indestructible laws. Napoléon never guessed 
the results of the Code he was so proud of . That man, by 
creating duchesses, f ounded the race of our Radies' of to-day 
— ^the indirect ofiEspring of his législation/' 

*lt was logic, handled as a hammer by boys just out of 
school and by obscure journalists, which demolished the 
splendors of the social state/' said the Comte de Vandenesse. 
*ln thèse days every rogue who can hold his head straight 
in his coUar, cover his manly bosom with half an ell of satin 
by way of a cuirass, display a brow where apoCTyphal genius 
gleams under curling locks, and strut in a pair of patent- 
leather pumps graced by silk socks which cost six francs, 
screws his eye-glass into one of his eye-sockets by puckering 
up his cheek, and whether he be an attorney's clerk, a con- 
tractor's son, or a banker's bastard, he stares impertinently 
at the prettiest duchess, appraises her as she walks downstairs, 
and says to his f riend — dressed by Buisson, as we ail are, and 
mounted in patent-leather like any duke himself — ^^There, 
my boy, that is a perf ect lady/ '^ 

'TTou hâve not known how to form a party,*' said Lord 

Dudley; "it will be a long time yet before you hâve a policy. 

You talk a great deal in France about organizing labor, and 

you hâve not yet organized property. So this is what hap- 

pens : Any duke — and even in the time of Louis XVIII. and 

Charles X. there were some left who had two hundred thou- 

sand francs a year, a magnificent résidence, and a sumptuous 

train of servants — ^well, such a duke could live like a great 

lord. The last of thèse great gentlemen in France was the 

Prince de Talleyrand. — This duke leaves four children, two 

of them girls. Granting that he has great luck in marrying 

them ail well, each of thèse descendants will hâve but sixty 

or eighty thousand francs a year now; each is the father 

or mother of children, and consequently obliged to live with 

the strictest economy in a flat on the ground floor or first 

floor of a large house. Who knows if they may not even be 

hunting a fortune ? Hencef orth the eldest son's wif e, a duchess 
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in name only, has no carriage, no people, no opera-box, no 
time to herself . She has not her own roomfi in the fandly 
mansion, nor her fortune, nor her pretty toys ; she is buried 
in marriage as a wife in the Bue Saint-Denis is bun'ed in 
trade ; she buys socks for her dear little childien, nurses them 
herself, and keeps an eye on her giris, whom she no longer 
sends to school at a eonvent. Thns your noblest dames hâve 
been tumed into worthy brood-hens/' 

"Alas I it is true/' said Joseph Bridan. 'TLn our day we 
cannot show those beautifnl flowers of womanhood whieh 
graced the golden âges of the French Monarehy. The great 
lady^s fan is broken. Â woman has nothing now to blush for; 
she need not slander or whisper, hide her face or reveal it. Â 
fan is of no use now but for fanning herself. When once 
a thing is no more than what it is, it is too useful to be a 
form of luxury/' 

"Everything in France has aided and abetted the 'perfect 
lady,* '^ said Daniel d^Arthez. *The aristocracy has acknowl- 
edged her by retreating to the recesses of its landed estâtes, 
where it has hidden itself to die — emigrating inland before 
the march of ideas, as of old to foreign lands before that of 
the masses. The women who could hâve founded European 
saions, could hâve guided opinion and tumed it inside out 
like a glove, could hâve ruled the world by ruling the men of 
art or of intellect who ought to hâve ruled it, hâve committed 
the blunder of abandoning their ground; they were ashamed 
of having to fight against the citizen class drunk with power, 
and rushing out on to the stage of the world, there to be eut 
to pièces perhaps by the barbarians who are at its heels. 
Hence, where the middle class insist on seeing princesses, 
thèse are really only ladylike young women. In thèse days 
princes can find no great ladies whom they may compromise; 
they cannot even confer honor on a woman taken up at ran- 
dom. The Duc de Bourbon was the last prince to avail himself 
of this privilège.'.^ 

^'Ând Ood alone knows how dearly he paid for it,'' said 
Lord Dudley. 
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'^owadays princes hâve lady-like wives, obliged to ehare 
their opera-box with other ladies; royal favor could not raise 
them higher by a hair'B-breadth ; they glide unremarkable be- 
tween the waters of the citizen class and those of the nobility 
^-not altogether noble nor altogether bourgeoises/' said the 
Marquise de Bochegade acridly. 

"The press has fallen heir to the Woman/* exclaimed 
Bastignac. "She no longer has the quality of a spoken 
feuilleton — delightful calumnies graced by élégant language. 
We read feuilletons written in a dialect which changes every 
three years, society papers about as mirthful as an under- 
taker's mute, and as light as the lead of their type. French 
conversation is carried on from one end of the country to 
the other in a revolutionary jargon, through long colnnms 
of type printed in old mansions where a press groans in the 
place where formerly élégant company used to meet." 

"The knell of the highest society is tolling/' said a Eussian 
Prince. "Do you hear it ? And the first stroke is your modem 
Word lady/' 

^TTou are right. Prince/* said de Marsay. "The 'perfect 
lady/ issning from the ranks of the nobility, or sprouting 
from the citizen class, and the product of every soil, even of 
the provinces is the expression of thèse times, a last remain- 
ing embodiment of good taste, grâce, wit, and distinction, 
ail combined, but dwarfed. We shall see no more great 
ladies in France, but there will be ^ladies* for a long time, 
elected by public opinion to form an upper chamber of wo- 
men, and who will be among the f air sex what a 'gentleman' 
is in England. 

"And that they call progress!" exclaimed Mademoiselle 
des Touches. "I should like to know where the progress 
lies?" 

"Why, in this/* said Madame de Nucingen. "Formerly a 
woman might hâve the voice of a fish-seller, the walk of a 
grenadier, the face of an impudent courtesan, her hair too 
high on her forehead, a large foot, a thick hand — she waa 
a great lady in spite of it aDj but in thèse days, even if she 
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were a Montmorency — ^if a Montmorency would ever be snch 
a créature^ — she would not be a lady/^ 

*TBnt what do you mean by a 'perf ect lady' ?'* asked Connt 
Adam Laginski. 

''She is a modem product, a déplorable triumph of the 
élective System as applied to the f air sex" said the Minister. 
"Every revolution bas a word of its own which epitomizes 
and depicts it/^ 

'Ton are right/' said the Enssian, who had corne to make 
a literary réputation in Paris. "The explanation of certain 
words added from time to time to your beautiful language 
would make a magnificent history. Organise, for instance^ 
is the Word of the Empire, and sums up Napoléon com- 
pletely/' 

"But ail that does not explain what is meant by a lady !'' 
the young Pôle exclaimed, with some impatience. 

"Well, I will tell you," said Emile Blondet to Count Adam. 
"One fine moming you go for a saunter in Paris. It is 
past two, but five has not yet struck. You see a woman com- 
ing towards you; your first glance at her is like the preface 
to a good book, it leads you to expect a world of élégance 
and refinement. Like a botanist over hill and dale in his 
pursuit of plants, among the vulgarities of Paris life you 
hâve at last found a rare flower. This woman is attended 
by two very distinguished-looking men, of whom one, at any 
rate, wears an order; or else a servant out of livery foUows 
her at a distance of ten yards. She displays no gaudy colors, 
no open-worked stockings, no over-elaborate waist-buckle, no 
embroidered frills to her drawers fussing round her ankles. 
You will see that she is shod with prunella shoes, with sandals 
crossed over eitremely fine cotton stockings, or plain gray 
silk stockings; or perhaps she wears boots of the most ex- 
quisite simplicity. You notice that her gown is made of a 
neat and inexpensive material, but made in a way that sur- 
prises more than one woman of the middle class; it is almost 
àlways a long pelisse, with bows to fasten it, and neatly 
bound with fine cord or an imperceptible braid. The TJn- 
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known has a way of her own in wrapping herself in her shawl 
or mantilla; she knows how to draw it round her from her 
hips to her neek, outlining a carapace, as it were, which would 
make an ordinary woman look like a turtle, but which in 
her sets oflf the most beautiful f orms while concealing them. 
How does she do it? This secret she keeps, though unguarded 
by any patent. 

"As she walks she gives herself a little concentric and 
harmonious twist, which makes her supple or dangerous slen- 
demess writhe under the stuff, as a snake does under the 
green gauze of trembling grass. Is it to an angel or a devil 
that she owes the gracef ul undulation which plays under her 
long black silk cape, stirs its lace frill, sheds an airy balm, 
and what I should like to call the breeze of a Parisienne? 
You may recognize over her arms, round her waist, about her 
throat, a science of drapery recalling the antique Mnemosyne. 

"Oh ! how thoroughly she understands the eut of her gait — 
forgive the expression. Study the way she puts her f oot for- 
ward, moulding her skirt with such a décent preciseness that 
the passer-by is fiUed with admiration, mingled with désire, 
but subdued by deep respect. When an Englishwoman at- 
tempte this step, she looks like a grenadier marching forward 
to attack a redoubt. The women of Paris hâve a genius for 
walking. The municipality really owed them asphalt foot- 
walks. 

"Our TJnknown jostles no one. If she wants to pass, she 
waits with proud humility till some one makes way. The 
distinction peculiar to a well-bred woman betrays itself, espe- 
cially in the way she holds her shawl or cloak crossed over 
her bosom. Even as she walks she has a little air of serene 
dignity, like Eaphaers Madonnas in their frames. Her as- 
pect, at once quiet and disdainful, makes the most insolent 
dandy step aside for her. 

'^er bonnet, remarkable for its simplicity, is trimmed with 
crisp ribbons ; there may be flowers in it, but the clevereet of 
such women wear only bows. Peathers demand a carnage; 
flowers are too showy. Beneath it you see the fresh unwom 
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face of a womaji who^ without conoeit^ is sure of herself ; 
who lookB at nothing^ and sees everything; whose vanity, 
satiated by being constantly gratified, stamps her face with 
an indifférence whieh piques your curiosity. She knows that 
she is looked at, she knows that everybody, even women, tum 
round to see her again. Ând she threads her way through 
Paris like a gossamer, spotless and pure. 

"This delightful spedes affects the hottest latitudes, the 
eleanest longitudes of Paris; you will meet her between the 
lOth and llOth Arcade of the Bue de Eivoli; along the Une 
of the Boulevards f rom the equator of the Passage des Pano- 
ramas, where the products of India flourish, where the warm- 
est créations of industry are displayed, to the Cape of the 
Madeleine; in the least muddy districts of the citizen quar- 
ters, between No. 30 and No, 130 of the Bue du Faubourg 
Saint-Honoré. During the winter, she haunts the terrace 
of the Feuillants, but not the asphalt pavement that lies par- 
allel. According to the weather, she may be seen flying in 
the Avenue of the Champs-Elysées, which is bounded on the 
east by the Place Louis XV., on the west by the Avenue de 
Marigny, to the south by the road, to the north by the gardens 
of the Faubourg Saint-Honoré. N ever is this pretty variety 
of woman to be seen in the hyperborean régions of the Bue 
Saint-Denis, never in the Kamtschatka of miry, narrow, 
commercial streets; never anywhere in bad weather. Thèse 
flowers of Paris, blooming only in Oriental weather, perfume 
the highways; and after five o'clock fold up like moming- 
glory flowers. The women you will see later, looking a little 
like them, trying to ape them, are would-be ladies; while the 
f air Unknown, your Béatrice of a day, is a 'perfect lady/ 

'^t is not very easy for a foreîgner, my dear Count, to 
recogmze the différences by which the observer emeritus dis- 
•tinguîshes them — ^women are such consummate actresses; 
but they are glaring in the eyes of Parîsians: hooks ill 
fastened, strings showing loops of rusty-white tape through 
a gaping slit in the back, rubbed shoe-leather, ironed bonnet- 
stringB, an over-fuU skirt, an over-tight waist. You will 
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see a certain effort in the intentional droop of the eyelid. 
There is something conventional in the attitude. 

'^As to the bourgeoise, the citizen womankind, she cannot 
possibly be mistaken for the lady; she is an admirable foil 
to her, she acconnts for the spell cafit over you by the TJn- 
known. She is bustling, and goes ont in ail weathers, trots 
about, cornes^ goes, gazes, does not know whether she will 
or will not go into a shop. Where the lady knows just what 
she wants and what she is doing, the townswoman is un- 
decided, tucks up her skirts to cross a gutter, dragging a 
child by the hand, which compels her to look ont for the 
vehicles ; she is a mother in public, and talks to her daughter; 
she carries money in her bag, and bas open-work stockings 
on her f eet ; in winter, she wears a boa over her fur cloak ; in 
sununer, a shawl and a scarf ; she is accomplished in the 
redundancies of dress. 

'rr ou will meet the f air Unknown again at the Italiens, 
at the Opéra, at a bail. She will then appear under such 
a difiFerent aspect that you would think them two beings 
devoid of any analogy. The woman bas emerged from those 
mysterious garments like a butterfly from its silky cocoon. 
She serves up, like some rare dainty, to your ravished eyes, 
the f omis which her bodice scarcely revealed in the moming. 
At the théâtre she never mounts higher than the second tier, 
excepting at the Italiens. You can there watch at your leisure 
the studied deliberateness of her movements. The enchant- 
îng deceiver plays off ail the little political artifices of her 
sex so naturally as to exclude ail idea of art or préméditation. 
If she bas a royally beautif ul hand, the most perspicadous be- 
holder will believe that it is absolutely necessaiy that she 
should twist, or refix, or push aside the ringlet or curl she 
plays with. If she bas some dignity of profile, you will be 
persuaded that she is giving irony or grâce to what she says 
to her neighbor, sitting in such a position as to produce the 
magical effect of the ^ost profile/ so dear to great painters, 
by which the cheek catches the high light, the nose is shown in 
dear outline, the nostrils are tranflparently rosy, the f orehead 
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Bqnarely modeled^ the eye bas its spangle of fire^ but fixed on 
Bpace^ and tbe wbite roundness of tbe chin is accentuated 
by a Une of light. If she bas a pretty foot, sbe will tbrow 
herself on a sofa witb tbe coquettisb grâce of a cat in tbe 
snnsbine^ ber feet ontstretebed witbont your feeling tbat ber 
attitude is anjrtbing but tbe most cbarming model ever given 
to a sculpter by lassitude. 

"Only tbe perfect lady is quite at ber ease in full dress; 
notbing inconveniences ber. You will never see ber, like 
tbe woman of tbe citizen class, pulling up a refractoiy 
sboulder-strap, or pusbing down a rebellions wbalebone, or 
looking wbetber ber tucker is doing its ofiBce of faitbful 
gnardian to two treasures of dazzling wbiteness, or glancing 
in tbe mirrors to see if ber bead-dress is keeping its place. 
Her toilet is always in barmony witb ber cbaracter; sbe bas 
bad time to study berself, to leam wbat becomes ber, for sbe 
bas long known wbat does not suit ber. You will not find 
ber as you go out; sbe vanisbes before tbe end of tbe play. 
If by chance sbe is to be seen, calm and stately, on tbe stairs, 
sbe is experiencing some violent émotion; sbe bas to bestow 
a glance, to receive a promise. Perbaps sbe gocB down so 
slowly on purpose to gratify tbe vanity of a slave wbom sbe 
sometimes obeys. If your meeting takes place at a bail or an 
evening party, you will gatber tbe boney, natural or affected, 
of ber insinuating voice; ber empty words will encbant you, 
and sbe will know bow to give tbem tbe value of tbougbt by 
ber inimitable bearing.'* 

"To be sucb a woman, is it not necessary to be very clever ?'* 
asked tbe Polisb Count. 

'T[t is necessary to bave great taste,'* replied tbe Princesse 
de Cadignan. 

"And in France taste is more tban clevemess,'* said tbe 
Bussian. 

'TTiis woman's clevemess is tbe triumpb of a purely plastic 
art,*' Blondet went on. "You will not know wbat sbe said, 
but you will be fascinated. Sbe will toss ber bead, or gently 
sbmg her wbite sboulders; she will gild an insignificant 
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speech with a channing pont and smile ; or throw a VoltaÎTean 
epigram into aa Œndeed!' an ^AhV a ^What thenl* A jerk 
of her head will be her most pertinent form of qnestioning; 
she will give meaning to the movement by which she twirls 
a vinaigrette hanging to her finger by a ring. She gets 
an artificial grandeur ont of .superlative trivialities ; she 
simply drops her hand impressively, letting it f ail over the 
arm of her chair as dewdrops hang on the cup of a flower, 
and ail is said — she has pronounced judgment beyond appeal^ 
to the appréhension of the most obtuse. She knows how 
to listen to you; she gives you the opportunity of shining, 
and — ^I ask your modesty — ^those moments are rare?'^ 

The candid simplicity of the young Pôle, to whom Blondet 
spoke, made ail the party shout with laughter. 

^^Now, you will not talk for half-an-hour with a bourgeoise 
without her alluding to her husband in one way or another/' 
Blondet went on with unperturbed gravity; ^Vhereas, even 
if you know that your lady is married, she will hâve the del- 
icacy to conceal her husband so effectually that it will need the 
enterprise of Christopher Columbus to discover him. Often 
you will f ail in the attempt single-handed. If you hâve had 
no opportunity of inquiring, towards the end of the evening 
you detect her gazing fixedly at a middle-aged man wearing 
a décoration, who bows and goes out. She has ordered her 
carriage, and goes. 

^TTou are not the rose, but you hâve been with the rose, 
and you go to bed under the golden canopy of a delicious 
dream, which will last perhaps after Sleep, with his heavy 
finger, has opened the ivory gâtes of the temple of dreams. 

"The lady, when she is at home, sees no one before four; 
she is shrewd enough always to keep you waiting. In her 
house you will find everything in good taste; her luxury is 
for hourly use, and duly renewed ; you will see nothing under 
glass shades, no rags of wrappings hanging about, and looking 
like a pantry. You will find the staircase warmed. Flowers 
on. ail sides will charm your sight — flowers, the only gift she 
accepts, and those only f rom certain people, for nosegays 
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live but a day; they give pleasure, and must be replaced; to 
her they are^ as in the East, a symbol and a promise. The 
eostly toye of f ashion lie abont, but not so as to suggest a 
muséum or a euriosity shop. You will find her sitting by 
the fire in a low chair, f rom which she will not rise to greet 
you. Her talk will not now be what it was at the bail ; there 
she was our creditor; in her own home she owes you the 
pleasure of her wit. Thèse are the shades of which the lady 
is a marvelous mistress. What she likes in you is a man to 
swell her circle, an object for the cares and attentions which 
such women are now happy to bestow. Therefore, to attract 
you to her drawing-room, she will be bewitchingly charming. 
This especially is where you feel how isolated women are 
nowadays, and why they want a little world of their own, 
to which they may seem a constellation. Conversation is 
impossible without generalities." 

'TTes/^ said de Marsay, "you hâve truly hit the fault of 
our âge. The epigram — a volume in a word — ^no longer 
Btrikes, as it did in the eighteentti centuiy, at persons or at 
things, but at squalid events, and it dies in a day.^^ 

"Hence/' said Blondet, "the intelligence of the lady, if 
she has any, consists in casting doubts on everything, while 
the bourgeoise uses her to affirm everything. Hère lies the 
great différence between the two women ; the townswoman is 
certainly virtuous; the lady does not know yet whether she 
is, or whether she always will be ; she hésitâtes and struggles 
where the other refuses point-blank and f ails f uU length. 
This hesitancy in everything is one of the last grâces left 
to her by our horrible times. She rarely goes to church, 
but she will talk to you of religion ; and if you hâve the good 
taste to affect Free-thought, she will try to couvert you, for 
you will hâve opened a way for the stereotyped phrases, 
the head-shaking and gestures understood by ail thèse women: 
'For shame! I thought you had too much sensé to attack 
religion. Society is tottering, and you deprive it of its sup- 
port. Why, religion at this moment means you and me; 
it is property, and the future of our children I Ah I let us 
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not be selâsh! Individualîsm is the disease of the age^ and 
religion is the only remedy; it unités families which. your 
laws put asunder/ and so f orth. Then she plunges into some 
neo-Christian speech sprinkled with political notions which is 
neither Catholic nor Protestant — ^but moral? Oh! deuced 
moral! — in which you may recognize a fag end of every 
material woven by modem doctrines, at loggerheads to- 
gether." 

The women could not help laughing at the airs by which 
Blondet illustrated his satire. 

^^This explanation, dear Count Adam/^ said Blondet, tum- 
ing to the Pôle, "will hâve proved to you that the ^perfect 
lady' represents the intellectual no less than the political 
muddle, just as she is surrounded by the showy and not 
very lasting products of an industry which is always aiming 
at destroying its work in order to replace it by something 
else. When you leave her you say to yourself : She certainly 
has superior ideas ! And you believe it ail the more because 
she will hâve sounded your heart with a délicate touch, and 
hâve asked you your secrets; she affects ignorance, to leam 
everything; there are some things she never knows, not even 
when she knows them. You alone will be uneasy, you will 
know nothing of the state of her heart. The great ladies of 
old flaunted their love-aflfairs, with newspapers and adver- 
tisements ; in thèse days the lady has her little passion neatly 
ruled like a sheet of music with its crotchets and quavers 
and minims, its rests, its pauses, its sharps to sign the key. 
A mère weak woman, she is anxious not to compromise her 
love, or her husband, or the future of her children. N"ame, 
position, and fortune are no longer flags so respected as to 
protect ail kinds of merchandise on board. The whole aris- 
tocracy no longer advanees in a body to screen the lady. 
She has not, like the great lady of the past, the demeanor of 
lofty antagonism; she can crush nothing under foot, it is 
Bhe who would be crushed. Thus she is apt at Jesuitical 
fnezzo termine, she is a créature of equivocal compromises, 
of guarded proprieties, of anonymous passionB steered between 
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two leef-bound shores. She is as much af raid of her servants 
as an Englishwoman who lîves in dread of a trial in the 
divorce-court. This woman — so f ree at a bail, so attractive 
ont walking — ^is a slave at home; she is never independent 
but in perfect privacy, or theoretically. She mnst préserve 
herself in her position as a lady. This is her task. 

^Tor in our day a woman repudiated by her hnsband, re- 
duced to a meagre allowance, with no carriage^ no luxury, 
no opera-boz^ none of the divine accessories of the toilet, is 
no longer a wife, a maid^ or a townswoman; she is adrift^ and 
becomes a chattel. The Carmélites will not receive a married 
woman; it woidd be bigamy. Would her lover still hâve 
anything to say to her? That is the question. Thus your 
perfect lady may perhaps give occasion to calumny^ never to 
slander.'* 

'^t is ail horribly true/* said the Princesse de Cadignan. 

**And so/* said Blondet, "our 'perfect lady* lives between 
English hypocrisy and the delightful frankness of the eigh- 
teenth century — a bastard System, symptomatic of an âge 
in which nothing that grows up is at ail like the thing that 
has vanished, in which transition leads nowhere, everything 
ia a matter of degree; ail the great figures shrink into the 
background, and distinction is purely personal. I am fuUy 
convinced that it is impossible for a woman, even if she were 
bom close to a throne, to acquire before the âge of five-and- 
twenty the encyclopaedic knowledge of trifles, the practice 
of manœuvring, the important small things, the musical 
tones and harmony of coloring, the angelic bedevilments and 
innocent cunning, the speech and the silence, the seriousness 
and the banter, the wit and the obtuseness, the diplomacy 
and the ignorance which make up the perfect lady.** 

"And where, in accordance with the sketch you hâve 
drawn/* said Mademoiselle des Touches to Emile Blondet, 
'*would you class the female author? Is she a perfect lady, 
a woman comme U fautf 

"When she has no genius, she is a woman comme tZ n'en 
faut pas/' Blondet replied, emphasizing the words with a 
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âtolen glance, which might make them seem praise frankly 
addressed to Camille Maupin. ^^This epigram is not mine, 
but Napoleon^s," he added. 

"You need not owe Napoléon any grudge on that score/* 
said Canalis, with an emphatic tone aûd gesture. 'T!t vas 
one of his weaknesses to be jealous of literary genins — ^for 
he had his mean points. Who will ever explain, depict, or 
nnderstand Napoléon? A man represented with his arms 
f olded, and who did everything, who was the greatest force 
ever known, the most concentrated, the most mordant, the 
most acid of ail forces ; a singular genius who carried armed 
civilisation in every direction without fixing it anywhere; a 
man who could do everything because he willed every thing; 
a prodigions phenomenon of will, conquering an illness by 
a battle, and yet doomed to die of disease in bed after living 
in the midst of bail and bullets; a man with a code and a 
sword in his brain, word and deed; a clear-sighted spirit 
that foresaw everything but his own fall; a capricious poli- 
tician who risked men by handfuls out of economy, and who 
spared three heads — ^those of Talleyrand, of Pozzo di Borgo, 
and of Mettemich, diplomatists whose death would hâve saved 
the French Empire, and who seemed to him of greater weight 
than thousands of soldiers ; a man to whom nature, as a rare 
privilège, had given a heart in a frame of bronze; mirthful 
and kind at midnight amid women, and next moming manip- 
ulating Europe as a young girl might amuse herself by 
splashing the water in her bath ! H3rpocritical and gênerons; 
loving tawdriness and simplidty; devoid of taste, but pro- 
tecting the arts ; and in spite of thèse antithèses, reaJly great 
in everything by instinct or by tempérament ; Cœsar at five- 
and-twenty, Cromwell at thirty; and then, like my grocer 
buried in Père Lachaise, a good husband and a good father. 
Tn short, he improvised public works, empires, kings, codes, 
verses, a romance — and ail with more range than précision. 
Did he not aim at making ail Europe France? And after 
making us weigh on the earth in such a way as to change the 
laws of gravitation, he left us poorer than on the day when he 
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fiiBt laid hands on us; while he^ who had taken an empire hj 
hifl name^ lost his name on the f rontier of his empire in a sea 
of blood and soldiers. Â man ail thought and ail action^ Trho 
comprehended Desaiz and Fouché/^ 

"AU despotîsm and ail justice at the right moments. The 
true king l" said de Marsay. 

'^Ah! vat a pleashre it is to dichest vile you talk/* said 
Baron de Nucingen. 

"But do you suppose that the treat we are giving you is 
a common one ?'' asked Joseph Bridau. "If you had to pay 
for the charms of conversation as you do for those of danciag 
or of music, your fortune would be inadéquate! There is 
no second performance of the same flash of wit/* 

"And are we really so much deteriorated as thèse gentlemen 
think?" said the Princesse de Cadignan, addressing the wo- 
men with a smile at once sceptical and ironical. ^^cause, 
in thèse days, under a régime which mabes everything small, 
you prefer small dishes, small rooms, small pictures, small 
articles, small newspapers, small books, does that prove 
that women too hâve grown smaller? Why should the human 
heart change because you change your coat? In ail âges 
the passions will remain the same. I know cases of beautiful 
dévotion, of sublime sufferings, which lack the publicity — 
the glory, if you choose — which formerly gave lustre to the 
errors of some women. But though one may not hâve saved 
a King of France, one is not the less an Agnes Sorel. Do you 
believe that our dear Marquise d^Espard is not the peer of 
Madame Doublet, or Madame du Deffant, in whose rooms 
Bo much evil was spoken and done? Is not Taglioni a 
match for Camargo ? or Malibran the equal of Saint-Huberti ? 
Are not our poets superior to those of the eighteenth cen- 
tury? If at this moment, through the fault of the Grocers 
who govem us, we hâve not a style of our own, had not the 
Empire its distinguishing stamp as the âge of Louis XV. had, 
and was not its splendor fabulons? Hâve the sciences lost 
anything?" 

"I am quite of your opinion, madame; the women of this 
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âge are tmly great/^ replied the Comte de Vandenesse. 
"When posterity shall hâve foUowed us, will not Madame 
Eécamîer appear in proportions as fine as those of the most 
beautiful women of the past? We hâve made so much his- 
tory that historians will be lacking ! The âge of Louis XIV. 
had but one Madame de Sévigné ; we hâve a thousand now in 
Paris who certainly write better than she did, and who do 
not publish their letters. Whether the Frenchwoman be 
ealled ^perfect lady^ or great lady, she will always be the 
woman among women. 

"Emile Blondet has given us a picture of the fascinations 
of a woman of the day; but, at need, this créature who 
bridles or shows off, who chirps out the ideas of Mr. This and 
Mr. That, would be heroic. And it must be said, your f aults, 
mesdames, are ail the more poetical, because they must always 
and under ail circumstances be surrounded by greater périls. 
I hâve seen much of the world, I hâve studied it perhaps 
too late; but in cases where the illegality of your feelings 
might be excused, I hâve always observed the effects of I 
know not what chance — ^which you may call Providence — 
inevitably overwhelming such as we consider light women.^^ 

"I hope,^' said Madame de Vandenesse, "that we can be 
great in other ways " 

"Oh, let the Comte de Vandenesse preach to us!" ex- 
claimed Madame de Sérizy. 

^TV^ith ail the more reason because he has preached a great 
deal by example," said the Baronne de Nucingen. 

"On my honor!" said General de Montriveau, "in ail the 
dramas — a word you are very fond of," he said, looking at 
Blondet — "in which the finger of God has been visible, the 
most frightful I ever knew was very near being by my 
act '' 

''Well, tell us ail about it!" cried Lady Barimore; ^T. love 
to shudder!" 

"It is the taste of a virtuous woman," replied de Marsay, 
looking at Lord Dudley's lovely daughter. 

"During the campaign of 1812," General de Montriveau 
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began, "I was the involiantary cause of a terrible diaaster 
which may be of use to jou, Doctor Bianchon," tumiug 
to me, "since, wMle devoting yourself to the human body, 
you concem yonrself a good deaJ with the mind; it may tend 
to Suive BOme of the problema of the wiU. 

"I was going through my second campaign; I eujoyed 
danger, and langhed at eveiything, like the yoang and foolîsh 
lieutenant of axtillery that I was. When we reached the 
Beresina, the army had, as you know, loat ail discipline, and 
had forgotten military obédience, It was a medley of men 
of ail nations, instinetively making their way from north 
to soiith. The soldiers would drive a gênerai in rags and 
bare-foot away from their fira if he brought neitber wood 
nor victuals. After the passage of this famous river disorder 
did not diminish. I had corne quietly and alone, without 
food, eut of the maishes of Zembin, and was wandering in 
search of a bouse where I might be taken in. Finding noue, 
or driven away from those I came across, happily towards 
evening I perceived a wretched little Polish fann, of which 
nothing can give you any idea unleSB you bave seen the 
wooden houaes of Lower Normandy, or the poorest farm- 
buildings of la Beauce. Tliese dweÛings consist of a single 
room, with one end divided off by a wooden partition, the 
smaller division serving as a store-room for forage. 

"In the darkneas of twilîght I could just see a faint smoke 
rising above this houae. Hoping to find there some comrades 
more compassionate than those I had hitherto addreesed, 
I boldly walked as far as the farm. On going in, I found 
the table laid. Several ofEcere, and with them a woman — 
a common sight enough — ^were eating potatoes, some horae- 
fleeh broiled over the charcoal, and some frozen beetroots. 
I recognized among the company two or three artillery cap- 
tains of the régiment in which I had first served. I was wel- 
comed with a shout of acclamation, which wonld bave amazed 
me greatly on the other side of the Beresina; but at this 
moment the cold was less intense; my fellow-oiïîcers were rest- 
ing, they were warm, they had food, and the room, strewn 
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with trusses of straw, gave the promise of a delightfiil night. 
We did not ask for so much in those days. My comrades 
eould be philanthropists gratis — one of the commonest ways 
of being philanthropie. I sat down to eat on one of the 
bundles of straw. 

"At the end of the table, by the side of the door opening 
înto the smaller room full of straw and hay, sat my old 
colonel^ one of the most extraordinary men I ever saw among 
ail the mixed collection of men it has been my lot to meet. 
He was an Italian. Now, whenever hnman nature is truly 
fine in the lands of the South, it is really sublime. I do not 
know whether you hâve ever observed the extrême f aimess of 
Italians when they are f air. It is exquisite, especially under 
an artificial light. When I read the fantastical portrait of 
Colonel Oudet sketched by Charles Nodier, I found my own 
sensations in every one of his élégant phrases. Italian, then, 
as were most of the oflBcers of his régiment, which had, in 
fact, been borrowed by the Emperor from Eugène^s army, 
my colonel was a tall man, at least eîght or nine inehes above 
the standard, and admirably proportioned — a little stout 
perhaps, but prodigiously powerful, active, and clean-limbed 
as a greyhound. His black hair lu abundant curls showed 
up his complexion, as white as a woman^s; he had small 
hands, a shapely foot, a pleasant mouth, and an aquiline 
nose delicately f ormed, of which the tip used to become nat- 
urally pinched and white whenever he was angry, as happened 
often. His irascibility was so far beyond belief that I will 
tell you nothing about it; you will hâve the opportunity of 
judging of it. No one could be calm in his présence. I 
alone, perhaps, was not afraid of him; he had indeed taken 
such a singular fancy to me that he thought eveiything I 
did right. When he was in a rage his brow was knit and 
the muscles of the middle of his f orehead set in a delta, or, 
to be more explicit, in Eedgauntlet's horseshoe. This mark 
was, perhaps, even more terrifying than the magnetic flashes 
of his blue eyes. His whole f rame quivered, and his strength, 
great as it was in his normal state, became almost unbounded. 
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**He spoke with a strong guttural roll. His voice, at leaat 
as powerful as that of Charles N'odier's Oudet, threw an 
incredible fulness of tone into the syllable or the consonaat 
in which this burr was sôunded. Thongh this faulty pro- 
nunciation was at times a grace^ when commanding his men^ 
or when he was excited, you cannot imagine, unless you had 
heard it, what force was expressed by this accent, which at 
Paris is so common. When the Colonel was quiescent, his 
blue eyes were angelically sweet, and his smooth brow had 
a most charming expression. On parade, or with the army 
of Italy, not a man could compare with hinL Indeed, 
d^Orsay himself, the handsome d^Orsay, was eclipsed by our 
colonel on the occasion of the last review held by Napoléon 
before the invasion of Bussia. 

'^Everything was in contrasts in this exceptional man. 
Passion lives on contrast. Hence you need not a&k whether 
he exerted over women the irrésistible influences to which 
our nature yields" — and the gênerai looked at the Princesse 
de Cadignan — "as vitreous matter is moulded under the pipe 
of the glass-blower; still, by a singular fatality — ^an observer 
might perhaps explain the phenomenon — ^the Colonel was not 
a lady-killer, or was indiffèrent to such successes. 

'^To give you an idea of his violence, I will tell you in a 
few words what I once saw him do in a paroxysm of fury. 
We were dragging our guns up a very narrow road, bordered 
by a somewhat high slope on one side, and by thickets on the 
other. When we were half-way up we met another régiment 
of axtillery, its colonel marching at the head. This colonel 
wanted to make the captain who was at the head of our 
foremost battery back down again. The captain, of course, 
refused; but the colonel of the other régiment signed to his 
foremost battery to advance, and in spite of the care the 
driver took to keep among the scrub, the wheel of the first 
gun struck our captain^s right leg and broke it, throwing him 
over on the near side of his horse. Ail this was the work of a 
moment. Our Colonel, who was but a little way off, guessed 
that there was a quarrel; he galloped up, riding among the 
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guns at the risk of f alling with his horse's four feet in the 
air, and reached the spot, face to face with the other colonel, 
at the very moment when the captain f ell, calling ont ^Help 1' 
No, our Italian colonel was no longer human! Foam like 
the froth of Champagne rose to his lips; he roared inarticn- 
lately like a lion. Incapable of uttering a word, or even a 
cry, he made a terrifie signal to his antagonist, pointing to 
the wood and drawing his sword. The two colonels went 
aside. In two seconds we saw our ColonePs opponent 
stretched on the ground, his skull split in two. The soldiers 
of his régiment backed — ^yes, by heaven, and pretty quickly 
too. 

^^The captain, who had been so nearly crushed, and who 
lay yelping in the puddle where the gun carriage had thrown 
him, had an Italian wife, a beautiful Sicilian of Messina, 
who was not indiffèrent to our Colonel. This circumstance 
had aggravated his rage. He was pledged to protect the 
husband, bound to défend him as he would hâve defended 
the woman herself . 

"Now, in the hovel beyond Zembin, where I was so well 
received, this captain was sitting opposite to me, and his 
wife was at the other end of the table, facing the Colonel. 
This Sicilian was a little woman named Rosina, very dark, but 
with ail the fire of the Southern sun in her black almond- 
shaped eyes. At this moment she was deplorably thin; her 
face was covered with dust, like fruit exposed to the drought 
of a highroad. Scarcely clothed in rags, exhausted by 
marches, her hair in disorder, and clinging together under 
a pièce of a shawl tied close over her head, still she had the 
grâces of a woman ; her movements were engaging, her small 
rosy mouth and white teeth, the outline of her features and 
figure, chianns which misery, cold, and neglect had not alto- 
gether defaced, still suggested love to any man who could 
think of a woman. Eosina had one of those frames which are 
fragile in appearance, but wiry ' and f ull of spring. Her 
husband, a gentleman of Piedmont, had a face expressive 
of ironical simplicity, if it is allowable to ally the two words. 
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Brave and well infonned, he Beemed to kuoT nolMng of 
the connection which had subaisted between hia wife and th© 
Colonel for three yeara past. I aecribed this uneoncem to 
Italian manners, or to some domestic secret; yet there waa 
in the man's countenance one feature which always filled 
me with involuntary diatmst. His under lip, which wae 
thin and very restlesa, tumed down at the cornera inatead of 
tuming up, and thia, aa I thonght, betrayed. a atreak of 
cruelty in a character which aeemed ao phl^matic and indo- 
lent. 

"As you may auppoae the converaation was not very apar- 
kling when I went in. My weary comrades ate in ailence ; of 
conree, they aaked me aome questions, and we related onr 
misadventures, mingled with reâections on the campaign, 
the générale, their mistakes, the Buaaiana, and the cold. Â 
minute aft«r my arrivai the colonel, baving finiahed hia 
meagre mcal, wiped his moustache, bid us good-night, ahot a 
black look at the Italien woman, saying, Itosina?' and then, 
without waiting for a reply, went into the little bam full of 
hay, to bed. The meaning of the Colonel'a utterance waa self- 
evident, The young wife replied by an indescribable geatnie, 
expreeeing ail the annoyance she coald not but feel at aeeing 
her thralldom thus âaunted without human decency, and tins 
offence to her dignity aa a woman, and to her hnaband. 
But there waa, too, in the rigid aetting of her features and 
the tight knitting of her brows a aort of presentiment ; per- 
haps ahe foreaaw her fate. Bosina remained qnietly in her 
place. 

"A minute later, and apparently when the Colonel was anug 
in his couch of straw or hay, he repeated, "Bosina ?' 

"The tone of this second call waa even more brutally qnes- 
tioning than the Ërst. The Colonel's strong burr, and the 
length whieh the Italian language allowa to be given to 
vowels and the final syllable, concentrated ail the man's dee- 
potiam, impatience, and strength of will. Bosina tumed 
pale, but ahe rose, passed behind ua, and went to the Colonel. 

"Ail the party eat in utter silence; I, unluekily, after 
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looking at them ail, began to laugh, and then thej^ aU laughed 
too. — 'Tu ridif — ^you laugh ?^ said the husband. 

"'On my honor, old comrade/ said I, becoming serions 
again, 1 confess that I was wrong; I ask your pardon a thou- 
sand times, and if yon are not satisfied by my apologies I am 
ready to give yon satisfaction/ 

" 'Oh ! it is not yon who are wrong, it is I !* he replied 
coldly. 

"Thereupon we ail lay down in the room, and before long 
ail were sound asleep. 

"Next moming each one, withont rousing his neighbor 
or seeking companionship, set ont again on his way, with that 
selfishness which made onr ront one of the most horrible 
dramas of self -seeking, melaneholy, and horror which ever 
was enacted nnder heaven. Nevertheless, at about seven or 
eight hundred paces from onr shelter we, most of us, met 
again and walked on together, like geese led in flocks by a 
child^s wilf ul tyranny. The same necessity urged us ail. 

"Havîng reached a knoU where we could still see the f arm- 
house where we had spent the night, we heard sounds re- 
sembling the roar of lions in the désert, the bellowing of 
bulls — ^no, it was a noise which can be compared to no known 
cry. And yet, mingling with this horrible and ominous roar, 
we could hear a woman^s feeble scream. We ail looked round, 
seized by I know not what impidse of terror; we no longer 
saw the house, but a huge bonfire. The f armhousg had been 
barricaded, and was in fiâmes. Swiris of smoke borne on the 
wind brought us hoarse cries and an indescribable pungent 
smell. A f ew yards behind, the captain was quietly approach- 
ing to join our earavan; we gazed at him in silence, for no 
one dared question him; but he, understanding our curiosity, 
pointed to his breast with the f orefinger of his right hand, 
and, waving the left in the direction of the fire, he said, 

''We ail walked on withont sayîng a word to him.** 
"There is nothing more terrible than the revolt of a 
Bheep,** said de Marsay. 
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'It would be frightful to let ub leave with thÏB horrible 
picture in our memory," said Madame de Mentcomet. '1 
ehall dream of it " 

"And what was the punishment of Monsieur de'Maraay's 
fFiret' V said Lord Dudley, smiling. 

"When the Engliah are in jest, their foils hâve the bnttons 
on," said Blondet. 

"Moneieur Bianchon ean tell ua, for he aaw her dying," 
roplied de Marsay, tuming to me. 

"Tes," said I ; "and her end waa one of the most beautifal 
I ever saw. The Duke and I had epent the night by the 
dying woman's pîllow; pulmonaiy eonauœption, in the last 
stage, left no hope; she had taken the eacrament tbe day 
before. The Duke had fallen asleep. The Duchese, vaking 
at about fonr in the moming, signed to me in the most 
touching way, with a friendly smile, to bid me leaTe him to 
rest, and she meanwMle was about to die. She had become in- 
credibly thin, but her face had preserved ite really sublime 
outline and features. Her pallor made her skin look like 
porcelain with a light vithin. Her bright eyes and color 
cootrasted with this languidly élégant complexion, and her 
countenance was full of espressive calm, She seemed to pity 
the Duke, and the feeling had its origin in a lofty tenderneBS 
which, as death approax^ed, Beemed to know no bounds. The 
silence was absolute. The room, softly lighted by a lamp, 
looked like every eiekroom at the hour of death. 

"At this moment the clock etruck. The Duke awoke, and 
was in despair at having fallen asleep. I did not see the 
gesture of impatience by whîch he manifested the regret he 
felt at having loat sight of bis wife for a few of the last 
minutes vouchsafed to him ; bot it is quite certain that any 
one but the dying woman might hâve miaunderstood it. A 
busy statesman, always thinking of the inf^rests of France, 
the Duke had a thousand odd ways on the surface, such as 
often lead to a man of geniua being mistaken for a mad- 
man, aud of wbich the explanation lies in the exquiait^ieBS 
sud exacting needs of their intellect. He came to aeat himeeU 
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in an annchair by his wife*s side, and looked flxedly at her. 
The dying woman put her hand ont a little way, took her 
husband's and clasped it feebly; and in a low but agitated 
voice she said, T^y poor dear, who is left to understand jrou 
now?^ Then she died, looking at him/^ 

^^The stories the doctor tells us/' said the Comte de Vande- 
nesse, ^^always leave a deep impression/* 

*^ut a sweet one/' said Mademoiselle des Touches, rising. 



LA GRANDE BRETECHE 

{Sequel to "Another Study of Woma/n/*) 

"Ah I madame," replied the doctor, "I hâve some appal 
stories in my collection. But each one has its proper hou 
a conversation — ^you know the pretty jest recorded by Ch 
fort, and said to the Duc de Fronsac: ^Between your s 
and the présent moment lie ten bottles of Champagne/ " 

"But it is two in the moming, and the story of Eoi 
has prepared us/^ said the mistress of the house. 

"Tell us, Monsieur Bianchon I" vras the cry on every sid 

The obliging doctor bowed, and silence reigned. 

"At about a hundred paces f rom Vendôme, on the bank 
the Loir," said he, "stands an old brown house, crowned ^ 
very high roofs, and so completely isolated that ther< 
nothing near it, not even a fetid tannery or a squalid tav 
such as are commonly seen outside small towns. In f] 
of this house is a garden down to the river, where the 
shrubs, formerly clipped close to edge the walks, : 
straggle at their own will. A few willows, rooted in 
stream, hâve grown up quickly like an enclosing fence, 
half hide the house. The wild plants we call vreeds 1 
clothed the bank with their beautiful luxuriance. The fi 
trees, neglected for thèse ten years past, no longer bei 
crop, and their suckers hâve f ormed a thicket. The espa] 
are like a copse. The paths, once graveled, are overgrown i 
purslane; but, to be accurate, there is no trace of a patl 

'TJooking down from the hilltop, to which cling the r 
of the old castle of the Dukes of Vendôme, the only i 
whence the eye can see înto this encloeure, we think tha 
a time, difficult now to détermine, this spot of earth d 
hâve been the joy of some country gentleman devotec 
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roses and tulipe, in a word, to horticnlture, but above ail 
a lover of choice fruit. An arbor is visible, or rather the 
wreek of an arbor, and under it a table still stands net entirely 
destroyed bj time. Ât the aspect of this garden that is no 
more, the négative jojs of the peaœful lif e of the provinces 
may be divined as we divine the histoiy of a worthy trades- 
man when we read the epitaph on bis tomb. To complète 
the moumful and tender impressions which seize the soûl, 
on one of the walls there is a sundial graced with this homely 
Christian motto, 'Ultimam cogita.* 

'*The roof of this bouse is dreadfully dilapidated; the out- 
side shutters are always closed; the balconiee are hung 
with swallows' nests; the doors are for ever shut. Strag- 
gling grasses bave outlined the fiagstones of the steps with 
green; the ironwork is rusty. Moon and sun, winter, sum- 
mer, and snow bave eaten into the wood, waxped the boards, 
peeled off the paint. The dreary silence is broken only by 
birds and cats, polecats, rats, and mice, free to scamper 
round, and fight, and eat each other. An invisible hand haâ 
written over it ail : ^Mystery/ 

"If, pron^pted by curiosity, you go to look at this bouse 
f rom the street, you wUl see a large gâte, with a round-arched 
top; the children bave made many holes in it. I leamed 
later that this door had been blocked for ten years. Through 
thèse irregular breaches you will see that the side towards 
the courtyard is in perfect harmony with the side towards 
the garden. The same ruin prevails. Tufts of weeds outline 
the paving-stones ; the walls are scored by enormous cracks, 
and the blackened coping is laced with a thousand festoons 
of pellitory. The stone steps are disjointed ; the bell-cord is 
rotten; the gutter-spouts broken. What fire from heaven 
can hâve fallen there? By what decree bas sait been sown 
on this dwelling? Has God been mocked hère? Or was 
France betrayed? Thèse are the questions we ask ourselves. 
Reptiles crawl over it, but give no reply. This empty and 
deserted bouse is a vast enigma of which the answer is 
known to none. 
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'It was formerly a little domaîn, held in fief, and is known 
as La Grande Bretêche. During my stay at Vendôme, where 
Despleins had left me in charge of a rieh patient, the sight 
of this strange dwelling beeame one of my keenest pleasures. 
Was it not far better than a min? Certain memories of in- 
disputable authentieity attach themselves to a min; but this 
house, still standing, though being slowly destroyed by an 
avenging hand, eontained a secret, an unrevealed thought. 
At the very least, it testified to a caprice. More than once 
in the evening I boarded the hedge, run wild, which snr- 
rounded the enclosnre. I braved scratches, I got into this 
ownerless garden, this plot which was no longer public or 
private; I lingered there for hours gazing at the disorder. 
I would not, as the price of the story to which this strange 
ficene no doubt was due, hâve asked a single question of any 
gossiping native. On that spot I wove delightful romances, 
and abandoned myself to little débauches of melancholy 
which enchanted me. If I had known the reason — ^perhaps 
quite commonplace — of this neglect, I should hâve lost the 
unwritten poetry which intoxicated me. To me this refuge 
represented the most varions phases of human life, shadowed 
by misf ortune ; sometimes the calm of a cloister without the 
monks; sometimes the peace of the graveyard without the 
dead, who speak in the language of epitaphs; one day I saw 
in it the home of lepers; another, the house of the Atridœ; 
but, above ail, I found there provincial life, with its contem- 
plative ideas, its hour-glass existence. I often wept there, I 
never laughed. 

^Ttfore than once I felt involuntary terrors as I heard over- 
head the duU hum of the wings of some hurrying wood- 
pigeon. The earth is dank; you must be on the watch for 
lizards, vipers, and frogs, wandering about with the wild 
freedom of nature; above ail, you must hâve no fear of cold, 
for in a few moments you feel an icy cloak settle on your 
shoulders, like the Commendatore's haiid on Don Giovanni's 
neck. 

^One evening I felt a shudder; the wind had tumed an 
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old rusty weathercock, and the creaking sonnded like a cry 
from the house, at the very moment when I was finishing 
a gloomy drama to acconnt for this monumental embodî- 
ment of woe. I retumed to my inn, loet in gloomy thoughts. 
When I had supped, the hostess came into my room with an 
air of mystery, and said, Tilonsieur, hère is Monsieur 
Regnault/ 

"*Who is Monsieur Eegnault?' 

" *What, sir, do you not know Monsieur Begnault ? — ^Well, 
thaVs odd^' said she, leaving the room. 

''On a sudden I saw a man appear^ tall, slim, dressed in 
black^ hat in hand, who came in like a ram ready to butt his 
opponent, showing a reeeding f orehead^ a small pointed head^ 
and a eolorless face of the hue of a glass of dirty water. 
You would hâve taken him for an usher. The stranger wore 
an old coat, mueh wom at the seams ; but he had a diamond 
in his shirt f rill, aud gold rings in his ears. 

" 'Monsieur/ said I, Vhom hâve I the honor of addressing?* 
— ^He took a chair, placed himself in front of my fire, 
put his hat on my table, and answered nrhile he rubbed his 
hands : TDear me, it is very cold. — Monsieur, I am Monsieur 
Begnault/ 

"I was encouraging myself by saying to myself, 'Il bondo 
camf Seek V 

" 'I am,' he went on, 'notary at Vendôme/' 

" 1 am delighted to hear it, monsieur,' I exclaimed. TBut 
I am not in a position to make a will for reasons best known 
to myself/ 

" 'One moment !' said he, holding up his hand as though 
to gain silence. 'AUow me, monsieur, allow me! I am in- 
formed that you sometimes go to walk in the garden of la 
Grande Bretêche.' 

" Tes, monsieur.' 

"'One moment!' said he, repeating his gesture. 'That 
constitutes a misdemeanor. Monsieur, as exécuter under the 
will of the late Comtesse de Merret, I come in her name to 
beg you to discontinue the practice. One moment I I am not 
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a Turk, and do not wish to make a crime of it. And be- 
sides, you are f ree to be ignorant of the drcumstancee which 
compel me to leave the finest mansion in Vendôme to fall 
into ndn. Nevertheless, monsieur, yon must be a man of 
éducation, and you should know that the laws forbid, under 
heavy penalties, any trespass on enclosed property. A hedge 
is the eame as a wall. But, the state in which the place is 
left may be an excuse for your curiosity. For my part, I 
should be quite content to make you. f ree to come and go in 
the house ; but being bound to respect the will of the testatrix, 
I hâve the honor, monsieur, to beg that you will go into the 
garden no more. I myself, monsieur, since the will waa 
read, hâve neyer set foot in the house, which, as I had the 
honor of informing you, is part of the estate of the late 
Madame de Merret. We hâve done nothing there but verify 
the number of doors and Windows to assess the taxes I hâve 
to pay annually out of the f unds left for that purpose by the 
late Madame de Merret. Ah ! my dear sir, her will made a 
great commotion in the town.' 

^The good man paused to blow his nose. I respected his 
volubility, perfectly understanding that the administration 
of Madame de Merret^s estate had been the most important 
event of his life, his réputation, his glory, his Bestoration. 
As I was f orced to bid f arewell to my beautif ul rêveries and 
romances, I was to reject leaming the truth on officiai au- 
thority. 

" Tlionsieur,' said I, Vould it be indiscreet îf I were to 
ask you the reasons for such eccentricity ?^ 

*'At thèse words an expression, which revealed ail the pleas- 
ure which men feel who are aecustomed to ride a hobby, 
overspread the lawyer's countenance. He puUed up the collar 
of his shirfc with an air, took out his snuffbox, opened it, 
and ofifered me a pinch; on my lefusing, he took a large one. 
He was happy ! A man who has no hobby does not know ail 
the good to be got out of life. A hobby is the happy médium 
between a passion and a monomania. At this moment I 
understood the whole bearing of Steme's charming passion, 
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and had a perfect idea of the delight with winiib. my tmcifl 
Toby, encouraged by Trim, beettode Mb hobby-honM. 

'"Moneieur,' eaid Monflieur Segnanlt, 'I wes head-clerîï 
in Monsieur Eoguin's office, in Paris. A firet-rate hooee, 
vhich yen may bave heard menticHied P No I An uni ortimate 
bankruptcy made it famons. — Not having money enough to 
purchaBe a practice in Parie at the priée to which they were 
nin up in 1816, 1 came hère and twught my predecessor's buai- 
nesa. I had relations in Vendôme; among others, a wealthy 
aunt, who allowed me to marry her daughter. — Monsieur,' 
he veut on after a little panse, 'three months after being 
licensed by the Keeper of the Seals, one evening, as I vas 
going to bed — it waa before my mairiage — I waa sent for 
by Madame la Comtesse de Merrêt, to her Château of Merret. 
Her maid, a good girl, who is now a servant in this inn, waa 
waiting at my door with the Countess' own carnage. Ah! 
one moment! I ought to tell you that Monsieur le Comte 
de Merret had gone to Paris to die two months before I 
came hère. He came to a misérable end, flinging himself 
into every kind of dissipation, You underatand? 

"'On the day when he left. Madame la Comtesse had 
quitted la Grande Bretêcbe, having dismantled it. Some 
people even say that ehe had bumt ail the fumiture, the 
haoginga — ^in rfiort, ail the chattels and fumiture whatever 
\ifled in fomishing the prenÙBee now let by the said M. — 
(Dear! what am I saying? I beg your pardon, I thought 
I was dictating a lease.) — In short, that she bumt every- 
thing in the meadow at Merret, Hâve you been to Merret, 
monsieur? — No,' said he, anawering himself. 'Ah, it is a 
very fine place.' 

" 'For about three months previously,' he went on, with a 
jerk of his head, tàe Count and Countess had lived in a 
very eccentric way; they admitted no visitors; Madame lived 
on the ground-floor, and Monsieur on the first floor. When 
the CountfiBs waa left alone, ahe was never seen excepting 
at church. Subsequently, at home, at the château, she refnsed 
to see the frienda, whether gentlemen or ladiee, who went to 



call on her. She was already very much altered whei 
left la Grande Bretêche to go to Merret. That dear h 
I say dear lady, for it was she who gave me chis diai 
but indeed I saw her but once — ^that kind lady was ver 
she had, no doubt, given up ail hope, for she died wi 
ehoosing to send for a doctor; indeed, many of our 1 
f ancied she was not quite right in her head. Well, sii 
curiosity was strangely excited by hearing that Madan 
Merret had need of my services. Nor was 1 the only p 
who took an interest in the affair. That very night, th 
it was already late, ail the town knew that I was goii 
Merret. 

" The waiting-woman replied but vaguely to the ques 
I asked her on the wây; nevertheless, she told me tha 
mistress had received the Sacrament in the course o; 
day at the hands of the Curé of Merret, and seemed un] 
to live through the night. It was about eleven when I rej 
the château. I went up the great staircase. After cro 
some large, lofty, dark rooms, diabolically cold and d 
I reached the state bedroom where the Countess lay. 
the rumors that were current conceming this lady ( 
sieur, I should never end if I were to repeat ail the 
that were told about her), I had imagined her a coqi 
Imagine, then, that I had great diflSculty in seeing h 
the great bed where she was lying. To be sure, to lighl 
enormous room, with old-fashioned heavy comices, ai 
thick with dust that merely to see it was enough to 
you sneeze, she had only an old Argand lamp. Ah I bu 
hâve not been to Merret. Well, the bed is one of 
old-world beds, with a high tester hung with flowered cl 
A small table stood by the bed, on which I saw an '^mit 
of Christ,^^ which, by the way, I bought for my wife, ai 
as the lamp. There were also a deep armchair for hei 
fidential maid, and two small chairs. There was no fire. 
was ail the fumiture, not enough to fill ten lines in a 
ventory. 

"*My dear sir, if you had seen, as I then saw, that 
x8 



TOom, papered and bnng with brown, yoB wonld bave fdt 
yoniaelf traneported into a scène oi a romance. It waa icy, 
nay more, funereal,' and he lifted Mb hand with a theatrical 
gesture and paused. 

" rSy dint of seeking, aa I approached the bed, at laet I 
eaw Madame de Merret, imder the glimmer of the lamp, 
which fell on the pillows. Her face was as jellow as wax, 
and as narrow as two folded hands. The Coimtess had a 
lace cap showlng abundant hair, btit as vhîte as linen thread. 
She waa eitting up in bed, and seemed to keep upright with 
great difficulty, Her large black eyes, dimmed by fever, 
no doubt, and half-dead already, hardly moved tinder the 
bony arch of her eyebrows. — There,' he added, pointing to 
Ma own brow. *Her forehead was elammy; her fleshles» 
hands vere like bones covered with soft skin; the veins and 
muscles were perfectly visible, She muet hâve been very 
handsome; but at this moment I was startled into an inde- 
Bcribable émotion at the sight. Kever, said those vho wrapped 
her in her ahroud, had any living créature been so emaciated 
and lived. In short, it was awfnl to beholdl Sickness had 
eo consumed that woman, that she vsb no more than a phan- 
tom. Her lips, which were pale violet, seemed to me not to 
move when Bhe spoke to me. 

'"Thongh my profession bas familiarized me with such 
epectaclee, by calling me not infrequently to the bedaide of 
the dying to record their last wishes, I conf eas that fainilieB 
in tears and the agonies I hâve seen were as nothing in corn* 
parison with this lonely and silent woman in her vaet château. 
I heard not the least Bound, I did not perceive the movement 
which the sufEerer's breathing ought to hâve given to the 
sheets that covered her, and I stood motionless, absorbed in 
looking at her in a sort of etupor, lo faney I am there atill. 
At last her large eyes moved ; she tried to raise her right hand, 
but ît fell back on the bed, and she uttered thèse words, which 
came like a breath, for her voice was no longer a voice: "I 
hâve waited for you with the greatest impatience." A bright 
flash rose to her cheeks. It was a great ^ort to her to apeak. 
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a < ^THadame/' I began. She signed to me to be silent. At 
that moment the old housekeeper rose and said in my ear, 
'*Do not speak; Madame la Comtesse is not in a state to bear 
the slightest noise, and what you would say might agitate 
her/' 

^'T: sat down. A few instants after, Madame de Merret 
colleeted ail her remaining strength to move her right hand, 
and slipped it, not without infinité diflBculty, under the bol- 
ster; she then pansed a moment. With a last effort she with- 
drew her hand; and when she brought ont a sealed paper, 
drops of perspiration roUed f rom her brow. "I place my will 
in your hands — Ohl God! Oh!'^ and that was ail. 'She 
elutched a crucifix that lay on the bed, lif ted it hastily to her 
lips, and died. 

"'The expression of her eyes still makes me shudder as 
I think of it. She must hâve suffered much 1 There was joy 
in her last glance, and it remained stamped on her dead 
eyes. 

" T brought away the will, and when it was opened I f ound 
that Madame de Merret had appointed me her executor. She 
left the whole of her property to the hospital at Vendôme 
excepting a few legacies. But thèse were her instructions 
as relating to la Grande Bretêche : She ordered me to leave 
the place, for fifty years counting from the day of her death, 
in the state in which it might be at the time of her decease, 
forbidding any one, whoever he might be, to enter the apart- 
ments, prohibiting any repairs whatever, and even settling a 
salary to pay watchmen if it were needful to secure the ab- 
solute fulfilment of her intentions. At the expiration of that 
term, if the will of the testatrix has been duly carried ont, 
the house is to become the property of my heirs, for, as you 
know, a notary cannot take a bequest. Otherwise la Grande 
Bretêche reverts to the heirs-at-law, but on condition of ful- 
filling certain conditions set forth in a codicil to the will, 
which is not to be opened till the expiration of the said term 

of fifty years. The will has not been disputed, so * And 

without finishing his sentence, the lanky notary looked at me 
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with an air of triumph ; I made liim quite happy by offering 
him my congTatulatîonfl. 

" 'Monsieur,' I said in concluBion, 'you hâve so vividly im- 
preesed me tliat I fancy I see the dying woman whiter than 
lier aheets; her glittering eyea frighten me; I shall dream 
of lier to-night. — But you muBt hâve formed some idea as to 
the instructions contalned in that extraordinary wilL' 

" "Monsieur,' said he, wîth comieal réticence, 'I never allow 
myselt to criticiee the conduct of a person who honors me 
with the gift of a diamond.' 

"Hovrevér, I soon loosened the tongue of the discreet notaiy 
of Vendôme, who communicated to me, not without long 
digresBions, the opiniouB of the deep politicians of both sexeB 
whose ]udgment8 are law in Vendôme, But tiiese opinions 
were so eontradîetorj, ao diffuse, that I was near falling 
asleep in spite of the interest I felt in thia authentic hiatory. 
The notary'e ponderouB voioe and moEotonouB accent, accua- 
tomed no doubt to liaten to himaelf and to make himself lÎB- 
tened to by his clients or fellow-townsmen, were toc much 
for my curiosity. Happily, he soon went away. 

" 'Ah, ha, monsieur/ said he on the stairs, 'a good many 
persons would be glad to live flve-and-forty yeara longer; but 
— one moment !' and he laid the first ûnger of hia right band 
to hia noatrîl with a cunning look, as much as to say, 'Mark 
my words ! — To last as long a» that — as long as that,* said 
he, 'you muât not be paet aixty now.' 

"I elosed my door, having been roused from my apathy 
by thia last speech, which tbe notary thought very fuony; 
then I Bat down in my armchair, with my feet on the fire-doga. 
I had lost myaelf in a romance à la Eadcliffe, constmeted on 
the juridical base given me by Monsieur Kegnault, when the 
door, opraied by a woman's cautions hand, tumed on the 
hinges. I saw my landlady corne in, a buxom, florid dame, 
always good-liiiraored, who had misscd hor ca.lling in life. 
She was a Ploming, who ought to hâve seen the light in a 
picture bj Toniere. 

'"Well, monsifiur,' said she, 'Monsieur Regnault haa no 
doubt been giving you Ma history of la Grande Bretêehe?' 
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^ Tes, Madame Lepas.' 

" 'And what did he tell yon?* 



"I repeated in a few words the creepy and sinlster story of 
Madame de Menet. Ât each sentence my hostess put her 
head forward, looking at me with an innkeeper's keen 
scmtiny, a happy compromise between the instinct of a police 
constable, the astuteness of a spy^ and the cunning of a 
dealer. 

'^ 'My good Madame Lepas/ said I as I ended, ^ou seem 
to know more about it. Heh? If not, why hâve you corne 
Tip to me ?' 

" 'On my word, as an honest woman ^ 

"'Do not swear; your eyes are big with a secret. You 
knew Monsieur de Merret; what sort of man was he?' 

"'Monsieur de Merret — ^well, you see he was a man you 
never could see the top of , he was so tall 1 A very good gen- 
tleman, f rom Picardy, and who had, as we say, his head close 
to his cap. He paid for everything down, so as never to hâve 
diflSculties with any one. He was hot-tempered, you see! 
AU our ladies liked him very much.' 

" 'Because he was hot-tempered ?' I asked her. 

" 'Well, may be,' said she ; 'and you may suppose, sir, that a 
man had to hâve something to show for a figurehead bef ore he 
could marry Madame de Merret, who, without any reflection 
on others, was the handsomest and richest heiress in our 
parts. She had about twenty thousand francs a year. Ail 
the town was at the wedding; the bride was pretty and sweet- 
looking, quite a gem of a woman. Oh, they were a handsome 
couple in their day l' 

^And were they happy together?' 
^Hm, hm! so-so — so far as can be guessed, for, as you 
may suppose, we of the common sort were not hail-fellow- 
well-met with them. — Madame de Merret was a kind woman 
and very pleasant, who had no doubt sometimes to put up 
with her husband's tantrums. But though he was rather 
haughty, we were fond of him. After ail, it was his place 
to behave so. When a man is a bom nobleman, you see •' 
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" 'Still, there must hâve been BOme catastrophe for Mon- 
sieur and Madame de Merret to part bo violentlyF' 

"1 did Bot say there was ajij catastrophe, air. I knov 
nothing abont ît.' 

" 'Indeed. Well, now, I am sure you know eveiything.' 

" TVell, sir, I will tell you the whole story. — ^When I saw 
MonBieiir Begnault go ap to see you, it struck me that he 
would speak to you about Madame de Merret as having to do 
with la Grande Bretêche. That put it into my head to ask 
your advice, eir, Beeming to me that you are a mau of good 
judgmetit and incapable of playing a poor 'woman like me 
false — for I never did auy one a wiong, and yet I am tor- 
mented by my conscience. TTp to now I hâve never dared to 
say a word to the people of thèse parts; they are ail chatter- 
mags, with tongues like knives. And never till now, sir, bave 
I had any traveler hère who etajed bo long in the inn as you 
bave, and to wbom I could tell the history of the fifteen 
thousand francs ' 

"'My dear Madame Lepas, if there is anything in your 
etory of a nature to compromise me,' I said, intemipting 
the flow of ber words, 1 would not hear it for ail the world.* 

" Tou need bave no f ears/ said she ; 'you will aee.' 

"Her eagemesB made me suspect that I was not tbe only 
person to wbom my worthy landlady bad commonicated the 
secret of whicb I was to be sole poasessor, but I listened. 

" 'Monsieur,' said she, 'when tbe Emperor sent the Span- 
iards hère, priaoners of war and others, I was required to 
lodge at tbe charge of tbe Govemment a young Spaniard 
sent to Vendôme on parole. Notwithstanding his parole, he 
had to show bimself every day to tbe sub-prefect. He was 
a Spanish graudee — neither more nor less. He bad a name 
in 08 and dia, something like Bagos de Férédia. I wrote his 
name down in my booka, and you may see it if you like. Ah ! 
be was a handsome young fellow for a Spaniard, who are 
ail ugly they say. He was not more than five feet two or 
three in height, but so well made; and he bad little handa 
that he kept so beaotif ully I Ah ! you should bave seen thetn. 
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He had as many brushes for his hands as a woman bas far 
her toilet. He had thick, black hair, a flame in his eye, a 
somewhat coppery complexion, but which î admired ail the 
same. He wore the finest linen I bave ever seen, though 
I bave had princesses to lodge bere, and, among others, 
General Bertrand, the Duc and Duchesse d'Abrantés, Mon- 
sieur Descazes, and the King of Spain. He did not eat 
much, but he had such polite and amiable ways that it was 
impossible to owe him a grudge for that. Oh ! I was very fond 
of him, though he did not say four words to me in a day, 
and it was impossible to hâve the least bit of talk with him; 
if he was spoken to, he did not answer; it is a way, a mania 
they ail bave, it would seem. 

^' ^e read his breviary like a priest, and went to mass and 
ail the services quite regularly. And where did he post him- 
self ? — ^we found this out la ter. — Within two yards of Madame 
de Merret^s chapel. As he took that place the very first time 
he entered the church, no one imagined that there was any pur- 
pose in it. Besides, he never raised his nose above his book, 
poor young man! And then, monsieur, of an evening he 
went for a walk on the hill among the ruins of the old castle. 
It was his only amusement, poor man; it reminded him of 
his native land. They say that Spain is ail hills ! 

" ^One evening, a f ew days af ter he was sent hère, he waa 
out very late. I was rather uneasy when he did not come 
in till just on the stroke of midnight ; but we ail got used to 
his whims ; he took the key of the door, and we never sat up 
for him. He lived in a bouse belonging to us in the Bue 
des Casernes. Well, then, one of our stable-boys told us one 
evening that„ going down to wash the horses in the river, 
he f ancied he had seen the Spanish Orandee swimming some 
little way ofF, just like a fish. When he came in, I told him 
to be caref ul of the weeds, and he seemed put out at having 
been seen in the water. 

" *At last, monsieur, one day, or rather one moming, we 
did not find him in his room; he had not come back. By 
hunting througb his things, I found a written paper in the 
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drawer of hifl table, with fifty pièces of Spanish gold of the 
kind they call doubloons, worth about five thouBand francs; 
and in a little sealed box ten tbonsand francs wortb of dia- 
mondfi. The paper Baid tbat in case he should not retum, 
he left UB this monej and thèse diamonds in tniat to found 
masses to thank God for his eecape and for his saJvation. 

'"Ât tbat time I still had my hnsband, wbo ran o£E in 
eearch of him. And tbis is the qneer part of the story: he 
biought back the Spaniard'e clothes, whicb he bad found 
nnder a big stone on a sort of breakwater along the river 
bank, nearly opposite la Grande Bretêche. Mj bueband went 
80 early that no one saw him. After reading the letter, he 
burat the clothes, and, in obédience to Count Férédia's wisb, 
ve annonnced that he had eacaped. 

" The sub-pref ect set ail the eonstabnlary at bis heels ; but, 
pshaw I he was never canght. Lepas believed that the Span- 
iard had drowned himself. I, sir, hâve never tbought so; I 
believe, on the contrary, that he had sometbing to do with 
the buainesH abont Madame de Merret, seeing that Boealie 
told me that tbe crucifix her mistress was so fond of that 
she bad it buried witb her, was made of ebony and silver; 
now in the eaily days of bis stay hère. Monsieur Pérédia 
had one of ebony and silver whicb I never saw later. — And 
now, monsieur, do not you say tbat I need bave no remorse 
about the Spaniard's fifteai thougand francs? Are tbey not 
really and truly mine ?' 

" 'Certainly. — Bnt hâve you never tried to question Boea- 
lie?' said I. 

" 'Oh, to be Bure I hâve, sir. But what is to be done ? That 
girl is like a wall. She knows Bometbiug, but it is impossible 
to make her talk,' 

"After ebatting witb me for a few minutes, my hostess 
left me a prey to vague and sinister tboughts, to romantic 
ouriosity, and a religious dread, not nnlike the deep émotion 
which cornes upon us when we go into a dark church at nigbt 
and discem a feeble light glimmering under a lofty vault — a 
dim figure glides across — tiie sveep of a gown or of a priest'a 
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caâsock is audible — and we shiver ! La Grande Bretêche, with 
its rank grasses^ its shuttered Windows, its nisty iron-work, 
its loeked doors, it deserted rooms, suddenly rose before me 
in fantastic vividness. I tried to get into the mysterious 
dwelling to search ont the heart of this solemn story, this 
drama whieh had killed three persons. 

'^Rosalie became in my eyes the most interesting being in 
Vendôme. As I studied her, I detected signs of an inmost 
thought, in spite of the blooming health that glowed in her 
dimpled face. There was in her saul some élément of nith 
or of hope; her manner suggested a secret, like the expression 
of devout soûls who pray in excess, or of a girl who has killed 
her child and for ever hears its last cry. Nevertheless, she 
was simple and clumsy in her ways; her vacant smile had 
nothing criminal in it, and you would hâve pronounced her 
innocent only from seeing the large red and blue checked 
kerchief that covered her stalwart bust, tucked into the tight- 
laced square bodice of a lilac- and white-striped gown. ^No,' 
said I to myself, ^I will not quit Vendôme without knowing 
the whole history of la Grande Bretêche. To achieve this end, 
I will make love to Bosalie if it proves necessary/ 

" *Eosalie !' said I one evening. 

"TTour servant, sir?' 

" TTou are not married?' She started a little. 

" 'Oh ! there is no lack of men if ever I take a f ancy to be 
misérable !' she replied, laughing. She got over her agitation 
at once ; for every woman, from the highest lady to the inn- 
servant inclusive, has a native présence of mind. 

"TTes; you are fresh and good-looking enough never to 
lack levers! But tell me, Bosalie, why did you become an 
inn-servant on leaving Madame de Merret? Did she not 
leave you some little annuity ?' 

"'Oh yes, sir. But my place hère is the best in ail the 
town of Vendôme.* 

'This reply was such an one as judges and attomeye call 
evasive. Bosalie, as it seemed to me, held in this romantic 
affair the place of the middle square of the chess-board ; she 
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waa at the very centre of the intereet and of the tmtE; alie 
appeared to me to be tied înto tbe knot of it. It was not 
a case for ordînary love-making ; this girl contained the last 
chapter of a romance, and from that moment ail my attentions 
were devoted to Boealie. By dint of studying the girl, I 
observed in her, as in evei^ woman whoni we make onr rnling 
thonght, a variety of good qnalities ; she was clean and neat ; 
she waa handsome, I need not say; she aoon was posseBsed of 
eyery charm that désire can lend to a woman în whatever rank 
of life. A fortnight after the notaj^s viait, one evening, or 
rather one moming, in the small honrs, I said to Bosalie : 

" 'Come, tell me ail you know about Madame de Meiret.' 

" *0h !' she cried in terror,. 'do not ask me that. Monsieur 
Horace I' 

"Her handsome features clouded over, her hright coloring 
grew pale, and her eyes lost their artless, liquid brightness. 

" "Well,' she said, 'I will tell yon ; but keep the secret care- 
fully.' 

" *A11 right, my ehild ; I wilI keep ail your aeerets with a 
thîef 's bonor, which la the most loyal known.' 

" If it la ail the same to yon/ said she, 'I would rather 
it shonld be with your own.* 

"Therenpon she set her head-kerchief straight, and settled. 
hereelf to tell the taie; for there is no doubt a particular 
attitude of confidence and security is neceseary ta the teliing 
of a narrative. The bœt taies are told at a certain hour — 
just as we are ail hère at table. No one ever told a story well 
standing up, or fasting. 

"If I were to reproduce exactly fioealie's diffuse éloquence, 
a whole volume wonld searcely contain it. Tfow, as the event 
of which she gave me a confused account stands eixactly mid- 
way between the notar/s goesip and that of Madame Lepas, 
as precisely as the middle term of a mle-of-three snm stands 
between the first and third, I bave only to relate it in as few 
words as may be. I shall therefore be brief. 

"The room at La Grande Bretêche in which M'adame de 
Merret slept was on the ground floor; a little cupboard in 
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the wall, about four f eet deep, served her to hang her dresses 
in. Three months before the evening of whieh I hâve to 
relate the events. Madame de Merret had been seriously ailing, 
so much 80 that her husband had left her to herself, and had 
his own bedroom on the first floor. By one of those accidents 
which it is impossible to foresee, he came in that evening 
two hours later than usual f rom the dub, where he went to 
read the papers and talk politics with the résidents in the 
neighborhood. His wife supposed him to hâve come in, to 
be in bed and asleep. But the invasion of France had been 
the subject of a very animated discussion; the game of bill- 
iards had waxed véhément ; he had lost f orty francs, an enor- 
mous sum at Vendôme, where everybody is thrif ty, and where 
social habits are restrained within the bounds of a simplicity 
worthy of ail praise, and the f oundation perhaps of a f orm of 
true happiness which no Parisian would care for. 

"For some time past Monsieur de Merret had been satisfied 
to ask Rosalie whether his wife was in bed; on the girPs re- 
plying always in the affirmative, he at once went to his own 
room, with the good f aith that cornes of habit and confidence. 
But this evening, on coming in, he took it into his head 
to go to see Madame de Merret, to tell her of his ill-luck, 
and perhaps to find consolation. During dinner he had 
observed that his wife was very becomingly dressed; he re- 
flected as he came home from the club that his wife was 
certainly much better, that convalescence had improved her 
beauty, discovering it, as husbands discover everything, a 
little too late. Instead of calling Bosalie, who was in the 
kitchen at the moment watching the cook and the coachman 
playing a puzzling hand at cards. Monsieur de Merret made 
his way to his wife^s room by the light of his lantem, which 
he set down on the lowest step of the stairs. His step, easy to 
recognize, rang under the vaulted passage. 

"At the instant when the gentleman tumed the key to enter 
his wife's room, he fancied he heard the door shut of the 
closet of which I hâve spoken ; but when he went in, Madame 
de Merret was alone, standing in front of the fireplace. The 
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unsuspecting hnebaDd fancied that Rosalie was in the cnp- 
board; nevertheless, a doubt, ringing in his ears like a peal 
of bells, put Mm on Mb guard; he looked at Mb wife, and 
read in her eyeB aa îndescribably anxioua and haunted ex- 
preBBÎon. 

" Tou are very late,' said she, — Her voice, asually so 
clear and sweet, struck bim as being sligbtly busky. 

"Monsieur de Merret made no reply, for at this moment 
Bosalie came in. This vas like a tbunder-clap. He 
walked np and dowu tbe room, going from one windov to 
anotber at a regular pace, bis arms folded. 

" 'Hâve yon bad bad news, or are you ill ?' bis wife aBked 
bim timidly, wbile Bosalie belped ber to nndress. He made 
no reply. 

"'You can go, Bosalie,' said Madame de Merret to her 
maid; T can put in my curl-papers myself.' — Sbe Bcented 
disaster at tbe mère aspect of her huaband's face, and wisbed 
to be alone with him. As soon as Bosalie wbb gone, or sup- 
posed to be gone, for she Ungered a few minutes in tbe 
passage, Monsieur de Merret came and stood facing Ma 
wife, and said coldly, 'Madame, tbere is some one in your 
cupboardP She looked at ber busband calmly, and replîeâ 
quite simply, 'No, monsieur.' 

"This 'No' wrung Monsieur de Merret's heart; he did not 
believe it ; and jet bis wife bad never appeared purer or more 
saintly than she seemed to be at tbis moment. He rose to 
go and open tbe closet door. Madame de Merret took bis 
hand, stopped Mm, looked at bim sadly, and said in a voice 
of strange émotion, 'Bemember, if you should find no one 
tbere, everything must be at an end between you and me.' 

"The extraordinary dignity of bis wife'a attitude fiUed 
bim with deep esteem for her, and inspîred him with one of 
tbose résolves wbich need only a grander stage to become 
îmmortal. 

" 'No, Joséphine,' he said, 1 will not open it. In either 
event we should be parted for ever. Listen; I know ail tbe 
purity of your soûl, I know you lead a saintly life, and would 
not commit a deadly sin to save your life.' — At thèse words 
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Madame de Merret looked at her husband with a haggard 
stare. — *See, hère is your crucifix/ he went on. 'Swear to me 
before Gk)d that there is no one in there; I will believe you — 
I will never open that door/ 

^Ttfadame de Merret took up the crucifix and said, T. 
swear it.' 

" Tiouder/ said her husband; 'and repeat: 'T swear before 
God that there is nobody in that closet/' ^ She repeated the 
words without flinching. 

"'That will do/ said Monsieur de Merret coldly. After 
a moment^s silence: TTou hâve there a fine pièce of work 
which I never saw before/ said he, examining the crucifix of 
ebony and silver, very artistically wrought. 

" 'I f ound it at Duvivier's ; last year when that troop of 
Spanish prisoners came through Vendôme, he bought it of 
a Spanish monk/ 

" 'Indeed/ said Monsieur de Merret, hanging the crucifix 
on its nail ; and he rang the bell. 

"He had not to wait for Eosalie. Monsieur de Merret went 
lorward quickly to meet her, led her into the bay of the 
window that looked on to the garden, and said to her in an 
undertone : 

" 'I know that Gorenfiot wants to marry you, that poverty 
alone prevents your setting up house, and that you told him 
you would not be his wife till he found means to become 
a master mason. — ^Well, go and f etch him ; tell him to come 
hère with his trowel and tools. Contrive to wake no one 
in his house but himself. His reward will be beyond your 
wishes. Above ail, go out without saying a word— or else!* 
and he f rowned. 

"Eosalie was going, and he called her back. TB[ere, take 
my latch-key/ said he. 

" 'Jean !' Monsieur de Merret called in a voice of thunder 
down the passage. Jean, who was both coachman and con- 
fidential servant, lef t his cards and came. 

" 'Go to bed, ail of you,^ said his master, beckoning him 
to come close; and the gentleman added in a whisper^ 'When 
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they are ail aeleep — ^mind, asleep — jon nnderetaud? — corne 
down and tell me.' 

"Monsieur de Merret, who had never loBt sight of Ma wife 
while giving his ordem, qmetlj came back to her at the fire- 
BJde, and began to tell her the détails of the game of billiards 
and the discuseion at the club. When Bosalie retumed she 
foimd Monsieur and Madame de Merret conversing amiably. 

"Net long before tbis Monsieur de Merret had had new 
ceilîngB made to ail the reœption-rooms on the ground âoor. 
Plaster is very scarce at Vendôme ; the price ia enhanced by 
the cost of carriage; the gentleman had therefore had a con- 
sidérable qnantity delivered to him, knowing that he could 
alwaya fînd pnrcbaseis for what might be left. It waa this 
circTimstance which snggeeted the plan be carried ont. 

" 'Qorenflot is hère, gir/ said Boealie in a whisper. 

" Tell him to corne in,' said her maater aloud. 

"■^Madame de Merret tumed paler when she saw the mason. 

" 'Gorenflot,' aaid her huaband, 'go and fetch aome bricks 
from *Jie coach-houae; bring enough to vall np the door of 
this c^pboa]•d; yon can use the plast«r that ia left for cernent.' 
Then, dragging Rosalie and the Torkman close to him — 
fLiaten, Oorenâot,' said he, in a low voice, 'you are to sleep 
hère to-night ; bnt to-morrow moming yon shall bave a pass- 
port to take you abroad to a place I wïll tell you of. I will 
give you six thousand f ranca for your joumey. You must live 
in that town for ten yeara ; if you fînd you do not like it, you 
may settle in another, but it must be in the same country. 
Go throngh Paris and wait there till I join yon. I will there 
give you an agreement for six thousand francs more, to be 
paid to yon on yonr retum, provided you hâve carried out 
the conditions of the bargain. For that priée you are to keep 
perfeet silence as to what you bave to do thia night. To you, 
Boealie, I will secure ten thouaand francs, which will not 
be paid to you till your wedding day, and on condition of your 
mar^ng Gorenflot; but, to get married, you must hold yonr 
tongne. If not, no wedding gift !' 

" 'Bosalie,' said Madame de Merret, 'come and brush my 
hair.* 



'^Her hnsband qtdetly walked up and down the room^ keep- 
îng an eye on the door, on the mason, and on his wife, but 
without any insulting display of suspicion. (ïorenflot could 
not help making some noise. Madame de Merret seized a 
moment when he was unloading some bricks, and when her 
husband was at the other end of the room, to say to Bosalie : 
^My dear child, I will give you a thousand francs a year if 
only you will tell Gorenflot to leave a crack at the bottom.' 
Then she added aloud quite cooUy : TTou had better help him.* 

"Monsieur and Madame de Merret were silent ail the time 
while Gorenflot was walling up the door. This silence was 
intentional on the husband's part; he did not wish to give his 
wife the opportunity of saying anything with a double mean- 
ing. On Madame de Merret^s side it was pride or prudence. 
When the wall was half built up the cunning mason took ad- 
vantage of his master^s back being tumed to break one of 
the two panes in the top of the door with a blow of his pick. 
By this Madame de Merret understood that Kosalie had 
spoken to Gorenflot. They ail three then saw the face of a 
dark, gloomy-looking man, with black hair and flaming eyes. 

"Before her husband tumed round again the poor woman 
had nodded to the stranger, to whom the signal was meant 
to convey, ^Hope.' 

"At four o'clock, as day was dawning, for it was the month 
of September, the work was done. The mason was placed 
in charge of Jean, and Monsieur de Merret slept in his wif e^s 
room. 

'Tf ext moming when he got up he said with apparent care- 
lessness, 'Oh, by the way, I must go to the Mairie for the pass- 
port.^ He put on his hat, took two or three steps towards 
the door, paused, and took the crucifix. His wife was trem- 
bling with joy. 

" 'He will go to Duvivier^s,' thought she. 

"As soon as he had left, Madame de Merret rang for Ro- 
salie, and then in a terrible voice she cried : 'The pick ! Bring 
the pick ! and set to work. I saw how Gorenflot did it yester- 
day; we shall hâve time to make a gap and build it up 
again.' 



"In AD instant Rosalie had bronght her mifltreee a sort of 
deaver; she, with a véhémence of wMch no vords can give 
an idea, set to work to demolish the wall. Sbe had already 
got out a few hricks, when, turning to deal a stronger blow 
than befores ehe aaw behind ber Monsieur de Merret. Siie 
fainted away. 

*' 'Lay madame on her bed,' said he coldly. 

"Foreaeeing what wonld eertainly happen in bis absence, 
he had laid this trap for bia wife; he had merely written to 
the Maire and sent for Duvivier. The jeweler arrived just as 
tbe disorder in the room bad been repaired. 

" 'Duvivier,' asked Monsieur de Merret, 'did net you buj 
flome cruciales of the Spaniaids who paseed throu^ thé 
town?' 

" "No, monsieur.' 

"Weiy good; thank you,' said he, flaahing a tiger's glare 
at his wife, 'Jean/ he added, tnming to his confideutial 
valet, 'you eau serve my meals bere in Madame de Merret's 
rooni, She is ill, and I sball net leave ber till she recovers.' 

"The cruel man remained in his wife's room for twenty 
days, During the earlier time, when there waa some little 
noise in the closet, and Joséphine wanted to intercède for the 
dying man, he said, without allowing her to utter a word, 
•You awore on the Cross that there was no one there.' " 

After this story ail the ladies rose from table, and thns 
tbe spell under which Biancbon bad held them was broken. 
But there were some among them wbo had almost shivered 
at tbe last words. 
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Dedicated to my dear nièce Valentine SurvUle, 

The incident recorded in thîs sketch took place towards the 
end of the month of November 1809, the moment when Na- 
poleon^s fugitive empire attained the apogée of its splendor. 
The trumpet-blasts of Wagram were still soimding an écho 
in the heart of the Austrian monarchy. Peace was being 
signed between France and the Coalition. Kïngs and princes 
came to perf orm their orbits, like stars, round Napoléon, who 
gave himself the pleasure of dragging ail Europe in his train 
— ^a magnificent experiment in the power he af terwards dis- 
played at Dresden. Never, as contemporaries tell us, did 
Paris see enteri;ainment8 more superb than those which pre- 
ceded and f ollowed the sovereign's marriage with an Austrian 
archduchess. Never, in the most splendid days of the Mon- 
archy, had so many crowned heads thronged the shores of the 
Seine, never had the French aristocracy been so rich or so 
splendid. The diamonds lavishly scattered over the women's 
dresses, and the gold and silver embroidery on the uniforms 
contrasted so strongly with the penury of the Republic, that 
the wealth of the globe seemed to be rolling through the 
drawing-rooms of Paris. Intoxication seemed to hâve tumed 
the brains of this Empire of a day. AU the military, not 
excepting their chief, reveled like parvenus in the treasuïe 
conquered for them by a million men with worsted epaulettes, 
whose demaiids were satisfied by a few yards of red ribbon. 

At this time most women aflfected that lightness of conduct 
and facility of morals which distinguished the reign of Louis 
XV. Whether it were în imitation of the tone of the fallen 
monarchy, or because ceri:ain members of the Impérial faiaily 
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had set tbe example — as certain malcoutents of the Panbonrg 
Saint-Germain chose to say — it is certain that men and 
women alite flung thernselves into a life of pleaeure with an 
intrepidity which seemed to forebode the end of the world. 
But there was at that time another cause for snch licenae. 
Tbe infatuation of women for the military became a frenzy, 
and was too consonant to the Emperor's views for him to 
try to cheek it. The fréquent ealls to anns, which gave every 
treaty concluded between Napoléon and the reat of Europe 
the character of an annietioe, left every passion open to a 
tennination ae sudden as the décisions of the Commander-in- 
chief of ail thèse basbys, pelisses, and aiguillettes, which so 
fascinated the fair sex. Hearts were as nomadic as the régi- 
ments. Between the first and the fifth bulletins from the 
Grande Armie a woman might be in succesBion mistress, wife, 
mother, and widow. 

Waa it the prospect of early widowhood, tbe hope of a 
jointure, or that of bearing a name promised to history, which 
made the eoldiers so attractive? Were women drawn to them 
by the certainty that the secret of their passions would be 
bnried on tbe field of battle ? or may we fînd the reason of this 
gentle fanaticism in tbe noble cbarm that courage bas for a 
woman? Ferhaps ail thèse reasons, which the future bis- 
torian of the manners of tbe Empire will no doubt amuse 
himaelf by weighing, counted for something in their facile 
readiness to abandon themselves to love intrigues. Be that as 
it may, it must bere be confessed that at that time laurels 
hid many errore, women showed au ardent préférence for the 
brave adventurers, whom they regarded as the true fonnt of 
honor, wealth, or pleasure ; and in the eyes of young girls, an 
epaulette — the hieroglyphic of a future — signifîed happineaa 
and liberty. 

One feature, and a eharaeteristic one, of this unique period 
in our history was an unbridled mania for everythîng glitter- 
ing. Never were fireworks eo much in vogue, never were dia- 
monda bo highly prizod. The men, as greedy as the women 
of theee translucent pebbles, displayed them no less lavishly. 
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Possibly the necessity for carrying plunder in the most porta- 
ble fonn made gems the fashion in the army. A man was 
not ridiculous then, as he would be now, if his shirt-frill or 
his fingers blazed with large diamonds. Murât, an Oriental 
by nature, set the example of preposterous luxury to modem 
fioldiera. 

The Comte de Gondreville,, formerly known as Citizen 
Malin, whose élévation had made him f amous, having become 
a LucuUus of the Conservative Senate, whieh "eonserved'^ 
nothing, had postponed an entertainment in honor of the 
peace only that he might the better pay his court to Napoléon 
by his efforts to éclipse those flatterers who had been before- 
hand with him. The ambassadors from ail the Powers 
f riendly with France, with an eye to f avors to come, the most 
important personages of the Empire, and even a few princes, 
were at this hour assembled in the wealthy senator's d'rawing- 
rooms. Dancing flagged; every one was watching for the 
Emperor, whose présence the Count had promised his guests. 
And Napoléon would hâve kept his word but for the scène 
which had broken out that very evening between him and 
Joséphine — the scène which portended the impending divorce 
of the august pair. The report of this incident, at the time 
kept very secret, but recorded by history, did not reach the 
ears of the courtiers, and had no effect on the gaiety of Comte 
de Gondreville's party beyond keeping Napoléon away. 

The prettiest women in Paris, eager to be at the Count's 
on the strength of mère hearsay, at this moment were a be- 
sieging force of luxury, coquettishness, élégance, and beauty. 
The financial world, proud of its riches, challenged the 
splendor of the gênerais and high officiais of the Empire, so 
recently gorged with orders, titles, and honors. Thèse grand 
balls were always an opportunity seized upon by wealthy f am- 
ilies for introducing their heiresses to Napoleon^s Praetorian 
Guard, in the foolish hope of exchanging their splendid for- 
tunes for uncertain favors. The women who believed them- 
selves strong enough in their beauty alone came to test their 
power. There, as elsewhere, amusement was but a blind. Calm 
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and Bmiling faces and placid brows covered sordid inteiests, 
expressions of f rîendship were a lie^ and more than one man 
was less distrustful of his enemies than of his f riends. 

Thèse remarks are necessary to explain the incidents of the 
little imbroglio which is the subject of this study, and the 
picture, sof tened as it is, of the tone then dominant in Paris 
drawing-rooms. 

"Tnm your eyes a little towards the pedestal supporting 
that candelabrum— do you see a young lady with her hair 
drawn back à la Chinoise! — There, in the corner ta the left; 
she has bluebells in the knot of chestnut cnrls which fall in 
clusters on her head. Do not you see her? She is so pale 
you might f ançy she was ill, delicate-looking, and very small ; 
there — ^now she is tuming her head this way; her almond- 
shaped blue eyes, so delightfuUy soft, look as if they were 
made elpressly for tears. Look, look ! She is bending f or- 
ward to see Madame de Vaudremont below the crowd of 
heads in constant motion ; the high head-dresses prevent her 
having a clear view/' 

"I see her now, my dear fellow. You had only to say that 
she had the whitest skin of ail the women hère; I should 
hâve known whom you meant. I had noticed her before; she 
has the loveliest complexion I ever admired. From hence 
I defy you to see against her throat the peaxls between the 
sapphires of her necklace. But she is a prude or a coquette, 
for the tucker of her bodice scarcely lets one suspect the 
beauty of her bust. What shoulders ! what lily-whiteness 1" 

'TI\rho is she ?" asked the first speaker. 

"Ah ! that I do not know/' 

"Aristocrat ! — Do you want to keep them ail to yourself, 
Montcomet ?" 

'TTou of ail men to banter me !" replied Montcomet, with 
a smile. "Do you think you hâve a right to insuit a poor 
gênerai like me because, being a happy rival of Soulanges, 
you cannot even tum on your heel without alarming Madame 
de Vaudremont? Or is it because I came only a month ago 
into the Promised Land ? How insolent you can be, you men 
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mistress of the house^ routed f rom chair to chair by each 
nefwcomer, and driven into the darkness of this little corner, 
she allowed herself to be walled in, the victim of the jealonsy 
of the other ladies, who would glacQy hâve buried that danger- 
ouB beauty. She had, of course, no f riend to encourage her 
to maintain the place she first held in the front rank; then 
each of those treacherous fair ones would hâve enjoined on 
the men of her circle on no account to take out our poor f riend, 
under pain of the severest punishment. That, my dear f ellow, 
is the way in which those sweet faces, in appearance so tender 
and so artless, would hâve formed a coalition against the 
stranger, and that without a word beyond the question, 'Tell 
me, dear, do you know that little woman in blue ?' — Look hère, 
Martial, if you care to run the gantlet of more flattering 
glances and inviting questions than you will ever again meet 
in the whole of your life, just try to get through the triple 
rampart which défends that Queen of Dyle, or Lippe, or 
Charente. You will see whether the duUest woman of them 
ail will not be equal to inventing some wile that would hinder 
the most determined man f rom bringing the plaintive stranger 
to the light. Does it not strike you that she looks like an 
elegy ?" 

"Do you think so, Montcomet? Then she must be a mar- 
TÎed woman ?^^ 

'"Why not awidow?'' 

''She would be less passive,^^ said the lawyer, laughîng. 

"She is perhaps the widow of a man who is gambling," re- 
plied the handsome Colonel. 

"To be sure ; since the peace there are so many widows of 
that clasô!" said Martial. "But, my dear Montcomet, we 
are a couple of simpletons. That face is still too ingenuous, 
there is too much youth and freshness on the brow and tem- 
ples for her to be married. What splendid flesh-tints I 
Nothing has sunk in the modeling of the nose. Lips, chin, 
everything in her face is as fresh as a white rosebud, though 
the expression is veiled, as it were, by the clouds of sadness. 
Who can it be that makes that young créature weep?^' 
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'Wornen cry for so little/^ said the Colonel. 

"I do not know," replied Martial ; ^T)ut she does not c] ; 
because she is left there without a partner; her grief is m 
of to-day. It is évident that she has beautified herself for th i 
evening with intention. I would wager that she is in lo ' 
already." 

"Bah ! She is perhaps the daughter of some German princ i 
ling; no one talks to her" said Monteomet. 

"Dear! how unhappy a poor child may be!^* Marti i 
went on. "Can there be anything more graeeful and refinc i 
than our little stranger? Well, not one of those furies wl 
stand round her, and who believe that they ean feel, will s) ; 
a word to her. If she would but speak, we should see if &] l 
has fine teeth.^^ 

'TBless me, you boil over like milk at the least increa i 
of température!'^ cried the Colonel, a little nettled at 
eoon finding a rival in bis friend. 

^TV^hat !" exelaimed the lawyer, without heeding the Col i 
nel's question. "Can nobody hère tell us the name of tb i 
exotic flower?'* 

"Some lady companion!'' said Monteomet. 

'TVTiat next? A companion! wearing sapphires fit for ; 
queen, and a dress of Malines lace ? Tell that to the marine • 
General. You, too, would not shine in diplomacy if, in tl 
course of your conjectures, you jump in a breath from i 
German princess to a lady companion.'' 

Monteomet stopped a man by taking bis arm — a fat litt < 
man, whose iron-gray hair and élever eyes were to be se< i 
at the lintel of every doorway, and who mingled uncei ! 
moniously with the varions groups which welcomed him i ! 
apectfully. 

"Gondreville, my friend," said Monteomet, "who is th 
quite charaiing little woman sitting out there under th ; 
huge candelabrum ?" 

'TPhe candelabrum? Bavrio's work; Isabey made the d > 
sign." 

"Oh, I recognized your lavishness and taste; but the lady! ' 
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*Ah 1 1 do not know. Some f riend of my wife'B, no donbt." 

"Or yoor miatresB, you old rascal." 

"No, on my honop. The Comtesse de Qoûdreville is the 
only person capable of inviting people whom no one knows." 

In apite of this very acrimonious comment, the fat little 
man'B lips did not loae the smile which the Colonel's sugges- 
tion had brought to them. Montcomet retumed to the lawyer, 
who had rejoined a neighborïng group, intent on asking, but 
in vain, for information aa to the fair unknowu. He graaped 
Martial'e arm, and said in his ear: 

"My dear Martial, mlnd what you are about. Madame de 
Taudremont has been vatching you for some minutes with 
ominoua attentiveness ; she is a voman who can gueaa by the 
mère movement of your lips what you aay to me; our ejes 
bave already told her too much; she has perceived and fol- 
lowed their direction, and I suspect that at tbis moment she 
Î8 thiuking even more tban we are of the little bine lady," 

"That ÎB too old a triek in warf are, my dear Montcornet ! 
However, what do I care? Like the Emperor, when I bave 
made a conquest, I keep it." 

"Martial, your f atuity cries out for a lesaon. What I you, 
a civilian, and ao luctqr aa to be the hnsband-designate of 
Madame de Vaudremont, a widow of two-and-twenty, bur- 
dened with four thousand napoléons a year — a woman who 
slips such a diamond aa thia on your finger," he added, 
baking the lawyer's left band, which the young man com- 
placently allowed ; "and, to crown ail, you affect the Lovelace, 
just as if you wcre a colonel and obliged to keep up the 
réputation of the military in home quartera ! Fie, fie! Only 
tbink of ail you may lose." 

"At any rate, I shall not lose my liber^," replied Martial, 
with a forced laugb. 

He cast a passionate glanée at Madame de Vaudremont, 
who responded only by a smile of some uneasineaa, for ahe 
had seen the Colonel examining the lawyer's ring. 

"Liaten to me, Martial. If you flutter round my young 
Etranger, I shall set to work to win Madame de Vaudremont." 



"Tou hâve my fall permission, my dear Cuirassier, but yon 
will not gain this mudi," and the yoimg Maître des Bequêtes 
put hîe polished thumb-nail tinder an upper tooth with a little 
mocking click. 

"Kemember that I am unmamed," saîd the Colonel ; "that 
my sword is my whole fortune; and that sueh a challenge 
ÎB setting TantaluB down to a banquet which he will devoor." 

"Prrr." 

This défiant roll of conaonants waa the only reply to the 
Colonel's déclaration, as Martial looked him from head to f oot 
before tumîng away. 

The fashion of the time reqnired men to wear at a bail 
white keraeymere breeches and silk stoekings. This pretty 
costume showed to great advantage the perfection of Mont- 
comet's fine Bhape. He was five-and-thirty, and attracted 
attention by his stalwart height, insisted on for the Cuirassiers 
of the Impérial Guard whose handsome uniform enhanced the 
dignity of his figure, atill youthful in spite of the stoutnesB 
occasioned by living on horaebaek. A black moustache em- 
phasized the frank expression of a thoroughly soldierly 
conntenance, with a broad, high forehead, au aquiline nose, 
and bright red lips. Montcomet's manner, stamped with a 
certain superiorîty due to the habit of command, might please 
a woman sensible enoagh not to aim at making a slave of her 
hushand. The Colonel smîled as he looked at the lawyer, 
one of his favorite collège friends, whoae small figure made 
it necessary for Montcomet to look down a little as he an<- 
swered his raillery with a f riendly glance. 

Baron Martial de la Koche-Hugon was a young Provençal 
patronized by Napoléon; his fate might probably be aome 
eplendid embassy. He bad won the Emperor by his Italian 
Boppleness and a genius for intrigue, a drawing-room élo- 
quence, and a knowledge of manners, which are so good a 
snbstitute for the higher qnalities of a sterling man. Though 
young and eager, hia face had already acquired the rigid 
brilliancy of tinned iron, one of the indispensable eharacter- 
iatics of diplomatists, which allows them to conceal their emo- 
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tions and disgnise their feelings, unlese, indeed, this impasBÏ* 
bUity iodicates an absence of ail émotion and the death ot 
every feeling. The heart of a diplomate may be regarded 
as an insoluble problem, for the three moet îlluatrioiis am- 
bassadors of the time bave been distinguiBhed by perdurable 
hatreds and most roHiantic attachments. 

Martial, however, waa one of thoBe men who are capable 
of reckoning on the future in the midst of their intraisest 
enjoyment; he had already leamed to judge the world, and 
hid bis ambition under the fatiiity of a lady-killer, cloaking 
hÎB talent under the commonplace of mediocrity as booh aa 
be obserred the rapid advancenient of thoee men who gave the 
master little umbrage. 

The two friends now had to part with a cordial grasp of 
hands. Tbe introductory tune, trarning the ladies to fonn 
in squares for a fresh quadrille, cleared the men avay from 
the Bpace tbey had filled wbile talking in the middle of the 
large room. This hurried dialogue had taken place dnring the 
UBual interval between tvo daaces, in front of the fireplace 
of the great drawing-nKcm of Gondreville's mansion. Tbe 
questions and answers of this very ordlnary ballroom gossip 
had been almost whispered by each of the speaiera into hia 
neighbor'B ear. At the saine time, the chandeliers and the 
flambeaux on the chimney-shelf shed such a âood of light 
on the two friends that their faces, strongly illuminated, 
failed, in spite of thdr diplomatie diseretion, to coneeal the 
fiùnt expression of their fcelings either from the keen-sighted 
counte^ or the artless stranger. This espionage of people's 
thoughts ia perhaps to idie persons one of the pleasures they 
find in society, while numbers of disappointed numskulls are 
bored there without daring to own it. 

FuUy to appreciate the interest of thie conTersaiion, it is 
necessary to relate an incident which would presently serve 
as an invisible bond, drawing together the actors in thîa 
little drama, who were at présent acattered threugh the nionis. 

At about eleven o'cloek, just as the dancers were retnming 
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to tlieîr seate, the company had observed the entraace of the 
handfioiuest woman îb Paria, the queen of fashion, the only 
perBon waiitmg to thia brilliant assembly. She made it a 
mie never to appear till the moment when a party had reached 
tbat pitch of eicited movement which does not allow the 
■ffonien to preBerve mueh longer the freshnesB of their facea 
or of their drees. This brief hour is, ae it were, the spring- 
time of a bail. Au hour after, when pleaanre falls flat and 
fatigue is encroaching, everything is spoilt. Madame de 
Vaudremont nevCT eommitted the blunder of remaining at a 
party to be seen with drooping flowen, hair out of curi, tum- 
bled frilis, and a face like every other that sleep is courting — 
not always without auceeas. She took good care not to let her 
beauty be seen drowsy, aa her rivais did; she was so élever 
aa to keep up her réputation for smartnesa by alwaya leaving 
a ballroom in brilliant order, as she had entered it. Women 
whispered to each other with a feeling of envy that she 
planned and wore as many différent dresses as the parties she 
went to in one evening. 

On the présent occasion Madame de Vaudremont vas not 
destined to be free to leave when ahe would the ballroom she 
had entered in triumph. Pausing for a moment on the threah- 
old, she shot ewift but obeervaut glancea on the women 
présent, hastily scrutinizing their dresses to assure herself 
that her own eclipsed them ail. 

The illustrious beauty presented herself to the admiration 
of the crowd at the aame moment with one of the bravest 
colonels of the Guards' Artillery and the Emperor's favorite, 
the Comte de Soulangea. The tranaient and fortuitoua asso- 
ciation of thèse two had about it a certain air of myst«ry. 
On hearing the names announced of Monsieur de Soijanges 
and the Comtesse de Vaudremont, a few women aitting by the 
wall rose, and men, hurrying in from the aide-rooms, pressed 
forward to the principal doorway. One of the jestera who 
are alwaya to be found in any large assembly saîd, as the 
CountesB and her escort came in, that "women had quite 
«s much curiosity about aeeing a man who was f aithful to bis 
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pasfiion as men had in studymg a woman who was difficalË to 

eûthrall." 

Thoiigh the Comte de Soulanges, a joiing man of about 
two-and-thirty, was endowed with tha nervous tempérament 
wMch in a maji gives rise to âne qnalities, his elender bnild 
and pale complexîon were not at firat sight attractive; his 
black eyes betrayed great vivacity, but he waa tacitum in 
Company, and ihere web nothing in his appearance to reveal 
the gift for oratory which subsequently distinguished him, on 
the Right, in the législative asaembly under the Eestoration. 

The Comtesse de Vaudremont, a tall woman, rather fat, 
with a skin of dazzling wbiteness, a small head that she 
carried well, and the immense advantage of inspiring love 
by the gracionsnees of her manner, was one of those beings 
who keep ail the promise of their beauty. 

The pair, who for a few minutes were the centre of gênerai 
observation, did not for long give curiosity an opportunity 
of exercising itself about them. The Colonel and the Countess 
aeemed perfectly to understand that accident had placed 
them in an awkwurd position. Martial, as they came for- 
ward, had hastened to join the group of men by the fîreplace, 
that he might watch Madame de Vaudremont with the j'ealous 
auxiety of the first flame of passion, from behind the heads 
which formed a sort of rampart; a secret voice seemed to 
wam him that the suceess on which he prided himself might 
perhaps be precarioue. But the coldly polite smile with whieh 
the Countess thanked Monsieur de Soulanges, and her little 
bow of dismissal as she sat down by Madame de Ooudreville, 
relaxed the muscles of his face which jealousy had made rigid. 
Seeing Soulanges, however, still standing quite near the sofa 
on which Madame de Vaudremont was seated, not apparently 
having undurstood the glance by which the lady had conveyed 
to him that they were both playing a ridiculous part, the 
Tolcanic Provençal again knit the black brows that overshad- 
owed his blue eyes, smoothcd his cheetnut curls to keep himaelf 
in eountenanee, and without betraying the agitaticm which 
made his heart beat, watehed the faces of the Countess and of 
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M. de Soulanges while etill chatting with hîs neighbors, He 
then took the hand of Colond Montcomet, who had jnat 
renewed their old aequaintance, but he listened to him withont 
hearing Mm; his miad was elsewhere. 

Soulangea vas gazing calmly at the women, sitting four 
ranka deep ail round the immense ballroom, admiring thia 
dado of diamonds, rubiee, masses of gold and shining hair, 
of which the lustre almoat outshooe the blaze of waxIightB, 
the eutglaaa of the chandeliers, and the gilding. His rival's 
stolid indiEFerenee put the lawyer out of countenance. Quite 
incapable of controUing hi& secret transporta of impatience, 
Martial went towards Madame de Vaudremont with a bow. 
On seeing the Provençal, Soulanges gave him a covert glance, 
and împertinently tamed away hia head. Solemn silence 
now reigned in the room, where curiosity was at the highest 
pitch. AU thèse eager faces wore the atrangest mixed ex- 
pressions ; every one apprehended one of those outhreaks which 
men of breeding carefully avoid. Suddenly the Count'a pale 
face tumed as red as the scarlet facings of his coat, and he 
£zed his gaze on the floor that the cause of his agitation 
mîght not be guessed. On catching sight of the unknown 
lady humbly seated by the pedeatal of the candelabrum, he 
moved away with a melaneholy air, passing in front of the 
lawyer, and took refuge in one of the cardrooms. Martial 
and ail the eompany thought that Soulangea had publicly 
aurrendered the post, out of fear of the ridicule which in- 
variably attaches to a discarded lover. The lawyer proudly 
raiaed his head and looked at the strange lady; then, as he 
took hia seat at his ease near Madame de Vaudremont, he 
listened to her so inattentively that he did not catch theee 
worda apoken behind her fan : 

"Martial, you will oblige me thia evening by not wearing 
that ring tiiat you snatched from me. I hâve my reasone, 
and will explain them to you in a moment when we go away. 
You muât give me your arm to go to the Princesse de 
Wagram'a." 

"Why did you oome in with the Colonel ?" aaked the Baron. 
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"I met him in the hall," she replied. "But leaye me noir; 
ererybody is lookij j at ta." 

Martial returned to the Colonel of Cuirassiers. Then it 
vas that the Uttle bine lady had become the object oi the 
ciiriOBity vhich agitated in such varioua vajs the Colonel, 
SoulangeB, Martial, and Madame de Vaudremont. 

When the friends parted, after the challenge which closed 
their convereation, the Baron flew to Madame de Vaudremont, 
and led her to a place in the moet brilliant quadrille. Favored 
by the sort of intoxication which dancing always prodnces 
in a woman, and bj the tnrmoil of a bail, where men appear 
in ail the trickery of dresB, which adds no less to their attrac- 
tions than it does to those of vomen, Martial tiionght he 
might yield with impunity to the charm that attracted hie 
gaze to the fair stranger. Though he succeeded in hiding 
bis ârst glances towards the lady in bine from the anzious 
activity of the CountcBs' eyes, he waa ère long caught in the 
fact; and though he managed to excuse himself once for hÎB 
abeence of mind, he could not justify the unseemly silence 
with which he presently heard the most insinnating question 
which a woman can put to a man : 

"Do you like me very mnch thia evening?" 

Ând the more dreamy he became, the more the Countees 
presaed and teased him. 

While Martial waa dancing, the Colonel moved from group 
to group, seeking information about the unknown lady, After 
eshansting the good-hnmor even of the moat indiffèrent, he 
had resolved to take advantage of a moment when the Comt- 
esse de Gondreville aeemed to be at liberty, to ask her the name 
of the mysterious lady, when he pereeived a little space left 
clear between the pedestal of the candelabrnm and the two 
sofas, which ended in that corner. The dance had left aev- 
eral of the chairs vacant, which formed rowB of fortifications 
held by mothere or women of middle âge; and the Colonel 
seîzed the opportunity to make bis way through this palisade 
hung with ahawls and wrapa. He began by making himself 
agreeable to the dowagers, and bo from one to another, and 



DOMBSTIC PBAGB SO^ 

f rom compKment to compliment, he at last reached the empty 
space next the étranger. At the risk of catching on to the 
gryphons and chimsBras of the huge candelabmm, he stood 
there, braving the glare and dropping of the wax candies, 
to Martial's extrême annoyance. 

The Colonel, far too tactful to speak suddenly to the little 
blue lady on his right, began by saying to a plain woman who 
was seated on the lef t : 

"This is a splendid bail, madame ! What Inxnry ! What 
lif e I On my word, every woman hère is pretty ! You are not 
dancing — ^because you do not care for it, no doubt/' 

This vapid conversation was solely intended to induce his 
righirhand neighbor to speak; but she, silent and absent- 
minded, paid not the least attention. The oflBcer had in 
store a number of phrases whieh he intended should lead up 
to: "And you, madame?" — a question from which he hoped 
great things. But he was strangely surprised to see tears in 
the strange lady's eyes, which seemed whoUy absorbed in 
^azing on Madame de Vaudremont. 

'TTou are married, no doubt, madame?^' he asked her at 
length, in hesitating tones. 

^TTes, monsieur," replied the lady. 

"And your husband is hère, of course?'' 

'TTes, monsieur." 

"And why, madame, do you remain in this spot? Is it to 
attract attention?" 

The moumful lady smiled sadly. 

"Allow me the honor, madame, of being your partner in 
the next quadrille, and I will take care not to bring you back 
hère. I see a vacant settee near the fire; come and take it. 
When 80 many people are ready to ascend the throne, and 
Royalty is the mania of the day, I cannot imagine that you 
will refuse the title of Queen of the Bail which your beauty 
may claîm." 

*1 do not intend to dance, monsieur." 

The curt tone of the lady's replies was so discouraging that 
the Colonel f ound himself compelled to raise the siège. Mar* 
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tid, who guessed what the officer'B last request had been, 
and the refusai he had met with, began to smile^ and stroked 
his chin^ making the diamond sparkle which he wore on bis 
finger. 

^'What are you laughing atP' said the Comtesse de Vaudie- 
mont. 

"At the f ailure of the poor Colonel, who has jnst put hÎB 
f oot in it ^^ 

'^I begged you to take your ring off/' said the Countess^ 
interrupting him. 

"I did not hear you/' 

'^If you can hear nothing this evening, at any rate you see 
everything, Monsieur le Baron," said Madame de Vaudre- 
mont, with an air of vexation. 

"That young man is di&playing a very fine diamond,'' the 
stranger remarked to the Colonel. 

"Splendid," he replied. "The man is the Baron Martial 
de la Hoche-Hugon, one of my most intimate friends." 

"I hâve to thank you for telling me his name," she went 
on ; 'Tie seems an agreeable man." 

^TTes, but he is rather fickle." 

"He seems to be on the best terms with the Comtesse de 
Vaudremont?" said the lady, with an inquiring look at the 
Colonel. 

"On the very best." 

The unknown tumed pale. 

"Hallo !" thought the soldier, "she is in love with that lucky 
devil Martial." 

"I fancied that Madame de Vaudremont had long been 
devoted to M. de Soulanges," said the lady, recovering a 
little f rom the suppressed grief which had clouded the fair- 
ness of her face. 

"For a week past the Countess has been faithless," re- 
plied the Colonel. ^TBut you must hâve seen poor Soulanges 
when he came in ; he is still trying to disbelieve in his dis- 
aster." 

'TTes, I saw him," said the lady. Then she added, ^Thank 
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you very much^ monsieur/^ in a tone whîch signified a dis- 
miBsal. 

Ât thîs moment the quadrille was coming to an end. 
Montcomet had only time to withdraw, saying to himself by 
way of consolation, "She is mamed/* 

'Well, valiant Cuirassier," exclaimed the Baron, drawing 
the Colonel aside into a window-bay to breathe the fresh 
air from the garden, ^Tiow are you getting on?" 

"She is a married woman, my dear f ellow." 

'"What does that matter?" 

"Oh, deuee take it ! I am a décent sort of man," replied 
the Colonel. "I hâve no idea of paying my addresses to a 
woman I cannot marry. Besides, Martial, she expressly told 
me that she did not intend to dance." 

"Colonel, I will bet a hundred napoléons to your gray horse 
that she will dance with me this evening." 

"Donc!" said the Colonel, putting his hand in the cox- 
comb^s. "Meanwhile I am going to look for Soulanges; 
he perhaps knows the lady, as she seems interested in hinu" 

^TTou hâve lost, my good f ellow," cried Martial, laughing. 
^TSify eyes hâve met hers, and I know what they mean. My 
dear f riend, you owe me no grudge for dancing with her afteor 
she has ref used you ?" 

"îfo, no. Those who laugh last, laugh longest. But I am 
an honeet gambler and a gênerons enemy, Martial, and I wam 
you, she is fond of diamonds." 

With thèse words the friends parted; General Montcomet 
made his wây to the cardroom, where he saw the Comte de 
Soulanges sitting at a louUloUe table, Though there was no 
friendship between the two soldiers, beyond the superficial 
comradeship arising from the périls of war and the duties 
of the service, the Colonel of Cuirassiers was painf uUy struck 
by seeing the Colonel of Artillery, whom he knew to be a 
prudent man, playing at a game which might bring him to 
ruin. The heaps of gold and notes piled on the fateful cards 
showed the fren^y of play. A circle of silent mep stood 
round the players at the table. Now and then a feiT words 

20 
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were spoken — pass, j^y, I atop, a thoveand îouù, tàken — 
but, looking at the five motionless men, it eeemed as thongh 
tbey talked only with tbeir eyes. As the Colonel, alarmed 
by Soulanges' pallor, went ap to him, the Count was wiiming. 
Field-Marebal the Due d'Iaemberg, Keller, and a famons 
banker roee from the table completely cleaned ont of con- 
sidérable aums. Sonlanges looked gloomier than erer as he 
swept up a quaiLtity of gold and notes; he did not even 
count it ; his lîps curled with bitter sconi, he eeemed to defj 
fortune rather than be grateful for her favors. 

"Courage," aaid the Colonel. "Courage, Soulanges!" 
Then, believing he would do him a service by dragging him 
from play, he added: "Corne with me. I bave Bome good 
newB for you, but ou one condition." 

"What la that?" asked Soulanges. 

"That you will answer a question I will ask yon." 

The Comte de Soulanges rose abruptly, placing his win- 
nings with reckless indifEerence in his haiidkerchief, which 
be had been twisting with convulsive nervousness, and his 
expression was so gavage that none of the players took es- 
ception to his walking ofF with their money. Indeed, every 
face seemed to dilate with relief when bis morose and 
crabbed countenance was no longer to be seen under the circle 
of light which a shaded lamp casts on a gaming-table. 

"Those âeuds of soldierB are always as thick as tbieves at a 
fairl" said a diplomate who had been looking on, as he took 
Soulanges' place. One single pallid and fatigued face tumed 
to the newcomer, and said with a glance that fiasbed and 
died out like the sparkle of a diamond : "When we say mili- 
tary mee, we do not mean civil. Monsieur le Ministre." 

"My dear fellow," said Montcomet to Soulanges, leading 
him into a corner, "the Emperor spoke warmly in your praise 
this moming, and your promotion to be âdd-marshal is a 
certainty." 

"The Master does not love the Artillery." 

"No, but he adores the nobility, and you are an axistocrat. 
The Master said," added Montcomet, "that the men who had 
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and I mnat look in firsi at the Princesse de Wc^am's. Mon- 
sieur de la Boche-Hugon, who knows this^ is amusing him- 
self by flirting with the dowagers/' 

"That is not the whole secret of yonr disturbanœ, and 
I will bet a hnndred louis that you will remain hère the whole 
evening/* 

'Impertinent manP 

''Then I hâve hit the truthr 

'TVell, tell me, what am I thinking of ?** said the Countess, 
tapping the Coloners fingers with her fan. "I nûght even 
reward you if you guess rightly/' 

"I will not accept the challenge; I hâve too much the ad- 
vantage of you/' 

'TTou are presumptuous/* 

'*You are af raid of seeing Martial at the feet ** 

^Of whom?" cried the Countess, affecting surprise. 
^Of that candelabrum," replied the Colonel, glancing at 
the fair stranger, and then looking at the Countess with 
embarrassing scrutiny. 

'TTou hâve guessed it,'' replied the coquette, hiding her face 
behind her fan, which she began to play with. "Old Madame 
de Lansac, who is, you know, as malicious as an old monfcey," 
she went on, after a pause, 'lias just told me that Monsieur de 
la Boche-Hugon is running into danger by flirting with that 
stranger, who sits hère this evening like a skeleton at a f east. 
I would rather see a death's head than that face, so cruelly 
beautiful, and as pale as a ghost. She is my evil genîus. — 
Madame de Lansac," she added, after a flash and gesture of 
annoyance, "who only goes to a bail to watch everything while 
pretending to sleep, has made me miserably anxious. Mar- 
tial shall pay dearly for playing me such a trick. Urge him, 
meanwhile, since he is your friend, not to make me so un- 
happy.'' 

^T. hâve just been with a man who promises to blow his 
brains ont, and nothing less, if he speaks to that little lady 
And he is a man, madame, to keep his word. But ttien I 
know Martial; such threats are to him an encouragement. 
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And, besicles, we hâve wagered ^^ Hère the Colonel le 

ered his voice. 

"Can it be tnie ?'' saîd the Coimtess. 

"On my word of honor/' 

"Thank you, my dear Colonel," replied Madame de Vand 
mont, with a glanée full of invitation. 

'Will you do me the honor of dancing with me?" 

'TTes; but the next quadrille. During this one I want 
find out what will eome of this little intrigue, and to asc 
tain who the little blue lady may be ; she looks intelligen 

The Colonel, understanding that Madame de Vaudrem< 
wished to be alone, retired, well content to hâve begun 
attack Bo well. 

At most entertainments women are to be met who 
there, like Madame de Lansac, as old sailors gather on 
seashore to watch younger marinera struggling with 
tempest. At this moment Madame de Lansac, who seen 
to be interested in the personages of this drama, could eaî 
guess the agitation which the Countess was going throu 
The lady might fan'heraelf gracefully, smile on the yot 
men who bowed to her, and bring into play ail the arts 
which a woman hides her émotion,— the Dowager, one of 
most clear-sighted and mischief-loving duchesses bequeatl 
by the eighteenth century to the nineteenth, could read \ 
heart and mind through it ail. 

The old lady seemed to detect the slightest movement tl 
revealed the impressions of the soûl. The impercepti 
f rown that furrowed that calm, pure forehead, the faini 
quiver of the cheeks, the curve of the eyebrows, the le 
curl of the lips, whose living coral could conceal noth: 
f rom her, — ail thèse were to the Duchess like the print o 
book. Prom the depths of her large arm-chair, complet 
fîlled by the flow of her dress, the coquette of the past, wl 
talking to a diplomate who had sought her out to hear 
anecdotes she told so cleverly, was admiring herself in 
younger coquette; she felt kindly to her, seeing how bra^ 
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ehe âisgnifled her aimoyance and grief of heart Madame 
de Vaadreinont, in fact, felt as much boitot as ahe feigaed 
cheerf ulneea ; she had believed that she had f oimd in Martial 
a man of talent on wliose support she could connt for adom- 
ing ber life vith ail the enchantment of power; and at this 
moment ehe perceired ber mistake, as injurions to her réputa- 
tion 88 to her good opinion of herself. In her, as io othei 
women of that time, the suddennees of their pasBions increfued 
their véhémence. Sonia which love much and love often, 
suffer no less than those which hum thernselves out in one 
affection. Her Uking for Martial wae but of yesterday, ît i9 
true, but the least ezperienced surgeon knowB that the pùn 
oansed by the amputation of a healthy limh is more acate 
than the removal of a diseased one. There waa a future be- 
fore Madame de Yaudremont's passion for Martial, while ber 
prevîoufl love had been hopeless, and poiaoned by Soulangea' 
remorse. 

The old Duchess, vho waa watching for an opportnnitj 
of speaking to the Conntess, hastened to dismiaa her Am- 
bassador; for in comparison with a lover's quarrel every in- 
tereet pales, even vith an old Toman. To engage battte, 
Madame de Lansac shot at the younger lady a sardonic 
glance which made the Count«ss fear lest her fate waa in the 
dowager's hands. There are looks between woman and 
woman which are like the torches brought on at the climai 
of a tragedy. No one who had not known that Dacheas could 
appreciate the terrer which the expression of her connteuance 
inspired in the Countess. 

Madame de Lansac was tall, and her featores led people 
to say, "That must hâve been a bandsome woman V She 
coated her cheeks so thickly with rouge that the wrinkles 
were scarcely visible ; but her eyes, far f rom gaiuing a f acti- 
tiouB brillianey from thia strong carminé, looked ail the more 
dim. She wore a vast quantity of diamonds, and dreesed 
with snfficient taate not to make herself ridieulous. Her 
sharp noBe promised epigram. A well-fitted set of teeth pre- 
served a sœile of Buch ittaiy as recalled that of Voltaire. At 
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the same time, the exquisite politeness of her manners bo 
effectually softened the mischievous twist in her mind, that 
it was impossible to accuse her of spitefulness. 

The old woman^s eyes lighted up, and a triumphant glance, 
seconded by a smile, which said, "I promised you as much !'* 
shot across the room, and brought a blush of hope to the 
pale cheeks of the young créature languishing under the 
great chandelier. The alliance between Madame de Lansac 
and the stranger could not escape the practised eye of the 
Comtesse de Vaudremont, who scented a mystery, and was 
determined to penetrate it. 

At this instant the Baron de la Eoche-Hugon, after ques- 
tioning ail the dowagers without success as to the blue lady^s 
name, applied in despair to the Comtesse de Gondreville, 
from whom he reached only this unsatisfactory reply, "A 
lady whom the ^ancienf Duchesse de Lansac introduced to 
me.^' 

Tuming by chance towards the armchair occupied by the 
old lady, the lawyer intercepted the glance of intelligence 
she sent to the stranger; and although he had for some time 
been on bad terms wîth her, he determined to &peak to her. 
The "ancient" Duchess, seeing the jaunty Baron prowling 
\ round her chair, smiled with sardonic irony, and looked at 
Madame de Vaudremont with an expression that made Mont- 
^ cornet laugh. 

i' "If the old witch affects to be friendly/' thought the Baron, 

5 "she is certainly going to play me some spiteful trick. — 
f Madame," he said, "you hâve, I am told, undertaken the 
charge of a very precious treasure.*' 

*T)o you take me for a dragon?" said the old lady. "But 
of whom are you speaking?" she added, with a sweetness 
< which revived Martiales hopes. 

ï "Of that little lady, unknown to ail, whom the jealousy of 

^ ail thèse coquettes has imprisoned in that corner. You, no 
) doubt, know her family?" 

u "Yes," said the Duchess. '^ut what concem hâve you wîth 

■f a provincial heiress, married some time since, a woman of 
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good birtli, whom yon noue of 7011 knov, 70a meD ; she goes 
nowhere." 

"Why does not she douce, she îa anch a pretty creatnieî— 
May Te conclude a treaty of peaceF If you will vouchsafe 
to tell me ail I want to knov, I promiee you that a pétition 
for the restitution of the wooda of N aTarreina by ttw Com- 
miseioners of Crown Lande ahall be atrongly urged on the 
Emperor." 

The yonnger branch of the house of Navarreins beare 
qoarterly vith the arma of NaTerreinB those of Lansac, 
namely, azuré and argent party per pale raguly, between sii 
speai-beads in pale, and the old lady'a liaison with Louis XV, 
had eamed her buaband the title of duke by royal patent 
Not, as the NaTaireinB had not yet resettled in France, it 
vas sheer trickery that the yonng lawyer thus proposed to 
the old lady by suggesting to her that she shonld pétition for 
an eetate belonging to the elder branch of the family. 

"Monsieur," said the old woman with deceptive gravity, 
"bring the Comtesse de Vandremont across to me. I pronÛBe 
you that I will reveal to ber the myatery of the intereating 
onknown. Ton aee, every man in the room bas reached 
aa great a curioaity as your own. Ail eyes are inTolimtarilj 
tumed towarda the corner where my protégée bas so modestly 
placed herself; sbe îs reaping ail tbe bornage the women 
wiahed to depriye her of. Happy the man sbe chi3oees for 
her partner 1" She interrupted herself, fîxing her eyea on 
Madame de Vaudremont witb one of those looks which plaiolj 
aay, "We are talking of you." — Theu she added, "I imagine 
you would ratber leam the atranger's name from the lips 
of your haudsome Countesa than from mine." 

Tbere waa auch marked de&ance in the Dnchess' attitude 
that Madame de Vaudremont rose, came up to ber, and toot 
'the chair Martial placed for her; tben witbout noticing him 
she said, "I can guess, madame, that you are talking of me; 
but I admit my want of perspicacity ; I do not know whether 
it ia for good or evil." 

Madame de Lansac pressed the yonng woman'a pretty haud 
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in her own dry and wrinkled fingers^ and answered in a low, 
compassionate tone, "Poor chfld!" 

The women looked at each other. Madame de Vaudremont 
understood that Martial was in the way^ and diemissed him^ 
saying with an imperions expression^ ^^Leave us/' 

The Baron^ ill-pleased at seeing the Countess under the 
spell of the dangerous sibyl who had drawn her to her side, 
gave one of those looks which a man can give — ^potent over 
a blinded heart, but simply ridiculous in the eyes of a woman 
who is beginning to criticise the man who has attracted her. 

"Do you think you can play the Bmperor?'' said Madame 
de Vaudremont, tuming three-quarters of her face to fix 
an ironical sidelong gaze on the lawyer. 

Martial was too much a man of the world, and had too 
much wit and acumen, to riâk breaking with a woman who 
was ÎQ f avor at Court, and whom the Emperor wished to see 
married. He counted, too, on the jealousy he intended to 
provoke in her as the surest means of discovering the secret 
of her coolness, and withdrew ail the more willingly, because 
at this moment a new quadrille was putting everybody in 
motion. 

With an air of making room for the dancing, the Baron 
leaned back against the marble slab of a console, f olded his 
nrms, and stood absorbed in watching the two ladies talking. 
JFrom time to time he f oUowed the glances which both f re- 
quently directed to the stranger. Then, comparing the 
Countess with the new beauty, made so attractive by a touch 
of mystery, the Baron fell a prey to the détestable self-in- 
terest common to adventurous lady-killers ; he hesitated be- 
tween a fortune within his grasp and the indulgence of his 
caprice. The blaze of light gave such strong relief to his 
anzious and sullen face, against the hangings of white silk 
moreen brushed by his black hair, that he might hâve been 
compared to an evil genius. Even from a distance more than 
one observer no doubt said to himself, "There is another poor 
wretch who seems to be enjoying himself I'* 

The Colonel, meanwhile, with one shoulder leaning lightly 
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against the side-post of the doorway between the ballroom 
and the cardroom^ could laugh undetected under his ample 
moustache; it amused him to look on at the turmoil of the 
dance; he could see a hundred pretty heads tuming about 
in obédience to the figures; he could read in some faces, as 
in those of the Countess and his f riend Martial, the secrets 
' of their agitation; and then, looking round, he wondered 
* what connection there could be between the gloomy looks of 
the Comte de Soulanges, still seated on the sofa, and the 
plaintive expression of the f air unknown, on whose features 
the joys of hope and the anguish of involuntary dread were 
altemately legible. Montcomet stood like the khig of the 
f east. In this moving picture he saw a complète presentment 
of the world,, and he laughed at it as he f ound himself the 
object of inviting smiles f rom a hundred beautif ul and élégant 
women. Â Colonel of the Impérial Guard, a position equal 
to that of a Brigadier-General, was undoubtedly one of the 
best matches in the army. 

It was now nearly midnight. The conversation, the gam- 
bling, the dancing, the fiirtations, interests, petty rivalries, 
and scheming had ail reached the pitch of ardor which makes 
a young man exclaim involuntarily, "A fine bail \" 

'^y sweet little angel,^' said Madame de Lansac to the 
Countess, ''you are now at an âge when in my day I made 
many mistakes. Seeing you just now enduring a thousand 
deaths, it occurred to me that I might give you some 
charitable advice. To go wrong at two-and twenty means 
spoiling your future; is it not teariug the gown you must 
wear? My dear, it is not till much later that we leam to 
go about in it without crumpling it. Go on, sweetheart, 
making clever enemies, and friends who hâve no sensé of 
conduct, and you will see what a pleasant life you will some 
day be leading!*' 

"Oh, madame, it is very hard for a woman to be happy, 
do not you think ?" the Countess eagerly exclaimed. 

'^y child, at your âge you must leam to choose between 
pleaâure and happiness. You want to marry Martial, who 
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is not fool enough to make a good hnsband^ nor passîonate 
enough to remain a lover. He is in debt, my dear; he is the 
man to nm. through your fortune; still, that would be noth- 
ing if he could make you happy. — Do not you see how aged 
he is? The man must hâve been often ill; he is making the 
most of what is left him. In three years he will be a 
wreek. Then he will be ambitions ; perhaps he may succeed. 
\ I do not think so. — ^What is he? A man of intrigue, who 

' may hâve the business f acnlty to perfection, and be able to 

gossip agreeably; but he is too presumptuous to hâve any 
\ sterling merit; he will not go far. Besides — only look at 

him. Is it not written on his brow that, at this very mo- 
ment, what he sees in you is not a young and pretty woman, 
; but tiie two million francs you possess? He does not love 

you, my dear; he is reckoning you up as if you were an in- 
vestment. If you are bent on marrying, find an older man 
' who has an assured position and is half-way on his career. 

A widow's marriage ought not to be a trivial love affair. Is 
a mouse to be caught a second time in ihe same trap ? A 
f new alliance ought now to be a good spéculation on your 

part^ and in marrying again you ought at least to hâve a 
^ hope of being some day addressed as Madame la Maréchale I^' 

As she spoke, both women naturally fixed their eyes on 
Colonel Montcomet's handsome face. 
5 ^^f you would rather play the délicate part of a flirt and 

' not marry again,^^ the Duchess went on, with blunt good- 

' nature; "welU my poor child, you, better than any woman, 

) will know how to raise the storm-clouds and disperse them 

( again. But, I beseech you, never make it your pleasure to 

disturb the peace of familles, to destroy unions, and ruin 
( the happiness of happy wives. I, my dear, hâve played that 

perilous game. Dear heaven ! for a triumph of vanity some 
I poor virtuous soûl is murdered — for there really are virtuous 

women, child, — and we may make ourselves mortally hated. 
I leaxned, a little too late, îhat, as the Duc d'Albe once said, 
one salmon is worth a thousand f rogs ! A genuine affection 
! certainly brings a thousand times more happiness than the 
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transient passions we may inspn 
purpose to preach to you; yes^ 
appearance in this house^ whic!F 
Hâve I not just seen actors hère 
ceived them in our boudoir; 
neverl — ^Why do you look at : 
Listen to me. If you want t 
wring the hearts of any but ti 
who hâve no duties to fulfil ; 
the errors that hâve mad 
maxim^ f ounded on my lor 
langes, for instance, whosc 
hâve intoxicated for thef 
hovr 1 Do you know at \r 
life. He has been mari 
by a charming wife, w 
in tears and embitter« 
of remorse more terr 
And you, you artf ul 
corne and see your w 

The old lady toc 
they rose. 

"There,^^ said M 
the stranger, sitti 
the candies, "thp 
langes; to-day s) 
sented to leave 
child gives her 
think her char 
must hâve bef 
that face noTi' 

The Cour 
sad reâectir 

The Duc 
after look* 
"And the 

TheC 
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lighted corner, the pale, set face of Soulanges stretched in 
an easy-chair. The indifiference of his attitude and the 
rigidity of his brow betrayed his sufifering. The players passed 
him to and f ro, withont paying any more attention to him 
than if he had been dead. The pieture of the wife in tears, 
and the dejected, morose husband, sepaxated in the midst of 
this festivity like the two halves of a tree blasted by light- 
ning, had perhaps a prophétie significance for the Countess. 
She dreaded lest she hère saw an image of the revenges the 
future might hâve in store for her. Her heart has not yet 
so dried up that feeling and generosity were entirely ex- 
cluded, and she pressed the Duchess^ hand, while thanking 
her by one of those smiles which hâve a certain childlike 
grâce. 

'Ttfy dear child/^ the old lady said in her ear, ''remember 
henceforth that we are just as capable of repelling a man^s 
attentions as of attracting them/* 

*^She is yours if you are not a simpleton/' Thèse words 
were whispered into Colonel Montcomet's ear by Madame 
de Lansac, while the handsome Countess was still absorbed 
in compassion at the sight of Soulanges, for she still loved 
him truly euough to wish to restore him to happiness, and 
was promising herself in her own mind that she would ex- 
ert the irrésistible power her charms still had over him to 
make him retum to his wife. 

"Oh ! I will talk to him l" said she to Madame de Lansac. 

^TDo nothing of the kind, my dearl" cried the old lady, 
as she went back to her armchair. ''Choose a good husband, 
and shut your door to my nephew. Believe me, my child, 
a wife cannot accept her husband's heart as the gift of an- 
other woman ; she is a hundred times happier in the belief that 
she has reconquered it. By bringing my nièce hère I be- 
lieve I hâve given her an excellent chance of regaining her 
husband's affection. AU the assistance I need of you is to 
play the Colonel.^' She pointed to the Baron's friend, and 
the Countess smiled. 
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"Well, madame, do 7011 at laet know the name of the vs- 
known F" asked Martial, with an air of piqne, to the Countew 
when he saw her alone, 

"Yea," eaid Madame de Vaudremont, looking liîm in the 
face. 

Her features ezpressed as much rogaery bb fan. The 8inile 
which gave life to her lips and cheefca, the liqnid brightnesB 
of her eyes, were like the will-o'-the-wisp which leads travelere 
astray. Martial, who believed tbat she still loved him, as- 
Bum^ the coquetting grâces in which a man is bo ready to lull 
himeelf in the présence of the woman he loves. He aaid with 
a fatuouB air:- 

"And will you he annoyed with me if I seem to attacîi 
great importance to your telling me that name F" 

"Will you be annoyed with me," anawered Madame de Tan- 
dremont, "if a remuant of affection prevents my telling you; 
and if I forbid you to make the smallest adrances to that 
young lady ? It would be at the riak of your life perhaps." 

"To loee yonr good grâces, madame, would be worse than 
to lose my life." 

"Martial," said the Conntess severely, "she is Madame de 
Soulanges. Her hiisband wonld blow your brains ont — it, 
indeed, you hâve any " 

"Ha 1 ha I" laughed the eoxeomb. "What ! the Colonel can 
leave the man in peace who bas robbed him of yonr love, 
and then would fight for bis wifel What a subversion of 
principles ! — I beg of you to allow me to dance with the little 
lady. You will then be able to judge how little love that 
heart of ice could feel for you; for, if the Colonel disapproves 
of my dancing with hie wife after allowing me to " 

"But she loves her hnsband." 

"A still fnrther obstacle that I shall bave the pleasure of 
conque ring." 

"But she ie married." 

"A whimsical objection !" 

"Ah !" said the Countese, with a bitter smile, "you pnnieh 
U8 alike for our faults and our repentance I" 



» 
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'T)o noi be angry V* exclaimed Martial eagerly. ''Oh, f or- 
give me, I beseech you. There, I will think no more of 
Madame de Soulanges/^ 

'TTou deserve that I should send you to her.^ 

"I am off then,^' said the Baron, laughing, ''and I shall re- 
tnm more deyoted to you than ever. You will see that the 
prettieet woman in the world cannot capture the heart that 
is yours/* 

"That is to say, that you want to win Colonel Montcomet's 
horse?" 

"Ahl Traitor!^' said he, threatening his friend with his 
finger. The Colonel smiled and joined them; the Baron gave 
him the seat near the Countess, saying to her with a sardonic 
accent : 

"Hère, madame, is a man who boasted that he could win 
your good grâces in one evening/^ 

He went away, thinking himself clever to hâve piqued the 
Countess^ pride and donc Montcomet an ill tum; but, in 
spite of his habituai keenness, he had not appreciated the 
irony underlying Madame de Vaudremont^s speech, and did 
not perceive that she had corne as far to meet his friend as 
his friend towards her, though both were unconscious of it. 

At the moment when the lawyer went fluttering up to 
the candelabrum by which Madame de Soulanges sat, pale, 
timid, and apparently alive only in her eyes, her husband 
came to the door of the ballroom, his eyes fiashing with anger. 
The old Duchess, watchful of everything, flew to her nephew, 
begged him to give her his arm and find her carriage, af- 
fecting to be mortally bored, and hoping thus to prevent a 
vexations outbreak. Before going she fired a singular glance 
of intelligence at her nièce, indicating the enterprising 
knight who was about to address her, and this signal seemed 
to say, '^There he is, avenge yourself !" 

Madame de Vaudremont caught thèse looks of the aunt and 
nièce; a sudden light dawned on her mind; she was fright- 
ened lest she was the dupe of this old woman, so cxuming and 
60 practised in intrigue. 
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''That perfidiouB Duchess/' said she to herself, '^has per- 
haps been amusing herself by preaching morality to me while 
playing me 8ome spitef ul trick of her owa," 

At this thought Madame de Vaudremont^s pride was per- 
haps more roused than her euriositj to disentangle the thread 
of this intrigue. In the absorption of mind to whieh she 
was a prey she was no longer mistress of herself. The Colonel^ 
interpreting to his own advantage the embarrassment évident 
in the Countess^ manner and speech^ became more ardent and 
pressing. The old blasé diplomates^ amusing themselves 
by watching the play of f aces^ had never f ound so many in- 
trigues at once to watch or guess at. The passions agitating 
the two couples were to be seen with variations at every step 
in the erowded rooms, and reflected with différent shades in 
other countenances. The spectacle of so many vivid passions^ 
of ail thèse levers^ quarrels^ thèse pleasing revenges^ thèse 
cruel f avors^ thèse flaming glances, of ail this ardent lif e dif- 
f used around them^ only made them f eel their impotence 
more keenly. 

At last the Baron had found a seat by Madame de Sou* 
langes. His eyes stole a long look at her neck^ as fresh as 
dew and as fragrant as field fiowers. He admired dose at 
hand the beauty which had amazed him f rom af ar. He could 
see a small^ well-shod f oot^ and measure with his eye a sien- 
der and graceful shape. At that time women wore their 
sash tied close under the bosom, in imitation of Greek statues, 
a pitiless f ashion for those whose bust was f aulty. As he cast 
f urtive glances at the Countess' figure^ Martial was enchanted 
with its perfection. 

^TTou hâve not danced once this evening, madame/* said 
he in soft and flattering tones. ^TSTot, I should suppose, for 
lack of a partner?*' 

"I never go to parties; I am quite unknown/* replied 
Madame de Soulanges coldly, not having understood the look 
by which her aunt had just conveyed to her that she was to 
attract the Baron. 

Martial, to give himself countenance, twisted the diamond 
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he wore on his left hand ; the rainbow fires of the gein s i 
to flash a sudden light on the young Countess' mmi 
blushed and looked at the Baron with an undefinable e i 
sîon. 

^T)o yon like dancing ?'* asked the Provençal, to reop 
conversation. 

'TTes, very mnch, monsieur/' 

At this strange reply their eyes met. The young max \ 
prised by the eamest accent, which axoused a vague hc i 
his heart, had suddenly questioned the lady's eyes. 

"Then, madame, am I not overbold in oflfering mys : 
be your partner for the next quadrille ?" 

Artless confusion colored the Countess' white cheeks 

'^ut, monsieur, I hâve already refused one partn 
military man " 

'Was it that tall cavalry colonel whom you see over th i 

'Trecisely so/' 

'^Oh! he is a friend of mine; feel no alann. Will ; 
grant me the favor I dare hope for?'* 

'TTes, monsieur.^' 

Her tone betrayed an émotion so new and so deep 
the lawyer's world-wom soûl was touched. He was over i 
by shyness like a schoolboy's, lost his confidence, anc 
southem brain caught fire; he tried to talk, but his ph \ 
struck him as graceless in comparison with Madame de 
langes' bright and subtle replies. It was lucky for him 
the quadrille was forming. Standing by his beautiful ] 
ner, he felt more at ease. To many men dancing is a p 
of being; they think that they can more powerfully influ 
the heari; of woman by displaying the grâces of their b( 
than by their intellect. Martial wished, no doubt, at 
moment to put f orth ail his most effective séductions, to ji 
by the pretentiousness of his movements and gestures. 

He led his conquest to the quadrille in which the i 
brilliant women in the room made it a point of chimei 
importance to dance in préférence to any other. While 
orchestra played the introductory bars to the first fi{ 

31 
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the Baron felt it an incredible gratification to his pride to 
perceive, as he reviewed the ladies f orming the Unes of that 
formidable square^ that Madame de Soulanges' dress might 
challenge that even of Madame de Vaudremont, who, by a 
chance not perhaps unsought, was standing with Montcornet 
vis-à-vis to himself and the lady in bine. Ail eyes were for 
a moment tumed on Madame de Soulanges ; a flattering mur- 
mur showed that she was the subject of every man's con- 
versation with his partner. Looks of admiration and envy 
centered on her, with so much eagemess that the young 
créature, abashed by a triumph she seemed to disclaim, 
modestly looked down, blushed, and was ail the more charm- 
ing. When she raised her white eyelids it was to look at her 
ravished partner as though she wished to transfer the glory 
of this admiration to him, and to say that she cared more for 
his than for ail the rest. She threw her innocence into her 
vanity ; or rather she seemed to give herself up to the guileless 
admiration which is the beginning of love, with the good 
faith found only in youthful hearts. As she danced, the 
lookers-on might easily believe that she displayed her grâce 
for Martial alone; and though she was modest, and new te 
the trickery of the ballroom, she knew as well as the most 
accomplished coquette how to raise her eyes to his at the rîght 
moment and drop their lids with assumed modesty. 

When the movement of a new figure, invented by a dancer 
named Trénis, and named after him, brought Martial face 
to face with the Colonel — ^T. hâve won your horse,*^ said he, 
laughing. 

'TTes, but you hâve lost eighty thousand francs a year!*' 
retorted Montcornet, glancing at Madame de Vaudremont. 

^*What do I care?" replied Martial. 'Ttfadame de Sou- 
langes is worth millions l" 

At the end of the quadrille more than one whisper was 
poured into more than one ear. The less pretty women made 
moral speeches to their partners, commentîng on the budding 
liaison between Martial and the Comtesse de Soulanges. The 
handsomest wondered at her easy surrender. The men could 
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not understand such luck as the Baron^s, not regarding 1 
as particularly fascmating. A few indulgent wamen saii 
was not fair to judge the Countess too hastily; young w 
would be in a very hapless plight if an expressive look or a 
graeef ul dancing steps were enough to compromise a won 

Martial alone knew the extent of his happiness. Dui 

' the last figure, when the ladies had to form the mouli 

his fingers clasped those of the Countess, and he f ancied t 

through the thin perf umed kid of her gloves, the young wi 

grasp responded to his amorous appeal. 

^^Madame/^ said he, as the quadrille ended, "do not go l 
to the odious corner where you hâve been burying your : 
and your dress until now. Is admiration the only ber 
you can obtain from the jewels that adom your white i 
and beautifully dressed hair? Corne and take a tum thro 
the rooms to enjoy the scène and yourself ." 

Madame de Soulanges yielded to her seducer, who thoi] 
she would be his ail the more surely if he could only ei 
her ofif. Side by side they walked two or three times a 
the groups who crowded the rooms. The Comtesse de 6 
langes^ evidently uneasy, paused for an instant at each c 
before entering, only doing so after stretching her necl 
look at ail the men there. This alarm, which crowned 
Baron^s satisfaction, did not seem to be removed till he i 
to her, "Make yourself easy; he is not hère." 

They tbus made their way to an immense picture gai 
in a wing of the mansion, where their eyes could feasi 
anticipation on the splendid display of a collation prep« 
for three hundred persons. As supper was about to be 
Martial led the Countess to an oval boudoir looking on to 
garden, where the rarest flowers and a few shrubs mac 
scented bower under bright blue hangings. The mum 
of the festivity hère died away. The Countess, at : 
)startled, refused firmly to follow the young man; but, gL 
îng in a mirror, she no doubt assured herself that they ce 
be seen, for she seated herself on an ottoman with a fa 
good grâce. 
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'ThiB room is charmlng," saîd elle, aiibniring the ak;-blue 
hoDgingB looped with peaila. 

"AU hère is love ood delight I" said the Banoi, with deep 
émotion. 

In the myeterions light which prevailed he looked at the 
Countese, and detected on her gently agitated face an ex- 
preBsioQ of uneasineas, modestj, and eagemees which en- 
chanted him. The yonng \&ày smiled, and this smile seemed 
to put an end to the struggle of feeling surging in her heart; 
in the most insiniiating way she took her adorer's left hand, 
and drew f rom his fînger the ring on which she had ûxed. her 
eyee. 

"What a fine diamond 1" she ezclaimed în the artiess tone 
of a young girl betraying the incitement of a first temptation. 

Martial, troubled by the CoimteBB' inroluntaty but intoxi- 
cating touch, like a caress, as she drew off the ring, looked 
at her with eyes as glittering as the gem. 

"Wear it," he said, "in memoiy of this hour, and for the 
love of " 

She waa looking at him with Bueh raptnre that he did not 
end the Eentence; he kisaed her hand. 

"You give it me ?" she said, looking much astonished. 

"I wish 1 had the whole world to oSer you !" 

"You are not joking?" she went on, in a voice hnsky with 
too great satisfaction. 

"Will you aceept only my diamond?" 

"You will never take it back?" she insisted. 

"Never." 

She put the ring on her flnger. Martial, confident of eom- 
ing happineBB, was about to put his hand round her waist, 
but she suddenly rose, and said in a clear voice, without any 
agitation : 

"I aceept the diamond, monsieur, with the less acruple be- 
cause it belongs to me." 

The Baron was speechless, 

"Monsieur de Soulanges took it lately from my dressing- 
table, and told me he had lost it." 
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'?ou are mistakeiiy madame/' saîd Martial^ nettled. 
was given me by Madame de Vaudremont/* 

"Precisely so/* she said with a smile. *TiIy huBband 
rowed this ring of me, he gave it to her, she made it a p 
ent to you; my ring bas made a little joumey, that is 
This ring will perhaps tell me ail I do not know, and t( 
me the secret of always pleaaing. — ^Monsieur," she went 
"if it had not been my own, you may be sure I should 
bave risked paying so dear for it; for a young womai 
is said, is in danger with you. But, you see,'' and she touc 
a spring within the ring, ^*here is M. de Soulanges* hair/' 

She fled into the erowded rooms so swiftly, that it see] 
useless to try to foUow her; besides, Martial, utterly i 
founded, was in no mood to carry the adventure furt 
The Countess' laugh found an écho in the boudoir, w] 
the young coxcomb now perceived, between two shr 
the Colonel and Madame de Yaudremont, both laugl 
heartily. 

^TV^ill you bave my horse, to ride after your prize?** i 
the Colonel. 

The Baron took the banter poured upon him 
Madame de Vaudremont and Monteomet with a good gi 
which secured their silence as to the events of the even 
when bis friend ezchanged his charger for a rich and pr 
young wif e. 

As the Comtesse de Soidanges drove across Paris from 
Chaussée d'Antin to the Faubourg Saint-Germain, where 
lived, her soûl was a prey to many alarms. Before leai 
the Hôtel Gondreville she went through ail the rooms, 
found neither her aunt nor her husband, who had gone a 
without her. Frightful suspicions then tortured her ing( 
ous mind. A silent witness of her husband's torments s 
the day when Madame de Vaudremont had chained hir 
her car, she had confidently hoped that repentance w< 
ère long restore her husband to her. It was with unspeak 
répugnance that she had consented to the scheme plottec 
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her aant. Madame de Lansac, and at this moment flbe feazed 
sbe had made a miBteke. 

The evening'B expérience had saddened her innocent Bonl 
Âlarmed at ârst by the Counf b look of suffering and déjec- 
tion, ehe had become more bo on seeing her rival'B béant;, 
and the corruption of Boeiety had ^pped her heart. Ab ahe 
croBsed the Pont Royai ahe threw away the desecrated haïr 
at the back of the diamond, given to her once as a token of 
the pnreBt affection. She wept aa ehe remembered the bitter 
grief to whîch she had ao long been a victîm, and ehuddered 
more than once as she refiected that the duty of a woman, 
who wishcB for peace in her home, eompela her to bury euf- 
feringB bo keen aa bers at the bottom of her heart, and without 
a complaint. 

"AUbI" thought she, "what can Tomen do when they do 
not love? What îb the fount of theîr indulgence? I can- 
not believe that, as my aunt tellB me, reason ie all-Bnfficîent 
to maintain thera in Buch dévotion," 

She was still sighing when her man-servant let down the 
handBOme carriage-Btep down whîch Bhe flev into the hall 
of her house. She rushed precipïtately upstaits, and when 
she reacbed her room waB startled by seeing her husband sit- 
ting by the fire. 

"How long ÎB ît, my dear, ainœ yon hâve gone to balls 
withont telling me beforehand ?" he asked in a broken Toioe, 
"Ton mnst know that a woman ïb alwajB ont of place with- 
out her huBband. Ton compronuBed yonrself strapgelj by 
remaîning in the dark corner wbere you had enseonced yonr- 
self." 

"Oh, my dear, good Léon," said she in a coaxing tone, "I 
could not resist the happiness of Beeing yon withont your 
seeing me. My annt took me to this bail, and I waa very 
happy there!" 

This speech disarmed the Count's looks of theîr assnmed 
severity, for he had been blamîng himself whîle dreadîng his 
wîfe'e retnm, no doubt fully informed at the bail of an in- 
fidelity he had hoped to hidfi from her; and, as îs the wm; 
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of lovera conscious of their guilt, he tried, by being the firat 
to find f ault, to escape her just anger. Happy in seeing her 
husband smile^ and in finding bim at this hour in a room 
whitber of late be had corne more rarely^ tbe Countess looked 
at bim so tenderly tbat she blusbed and cast down ber eyes. 
Her clemency enraptured Soulanges ail the more^ because tbis 
scène followed on tbe misery be bad endnred at tbe bail. He 
' Bcized bis wif e's band and kissed it gratef uUy. Is not grati- 
tude often a part of love? 

"Hortense, wbat is tbat on your finger tbat bas bnrt my lip 
80 mucb?'' asked be^ laugbing. 

'^t is my diamond wbicb you said you bad lost^ and wbich 
I bave found. 

General Montcomet did not marry Madame de Vandre- 
mont, in spite of tbe mutual underatanding in wbicb tbey bad 
lived for a few minutes^ for sbe was one of tbe victims of 
tbe terrible fire wbicb sealed tbe famé of tbe bail given by 
tbe Austrian ambassador on tbe occasion of ITapoleon's mar- 
riage witb tbe daugbter of tbe Emperor Josepb II. 

JMyVBOk 



THE IMAGINARY MISTRESS 

Vedicated to the Comtesse Clara Maffei. 

Iv %e month of September 1835^ one of the richest heiress 
of the Faubourg Saint-Germain, Mademoiselle du Rouvi 
the only ehild of the Marquis du Eouvre, married Cou: 
Adam Mitgislas Laginski, a young Folish exile. 

I allow myself to spell the names as they are pronounce 
to spare the reader the sight of the fortifications of co 
sonants by which, in the Slav languages, the vowels are pr 
tected, no doubt to secure them against loss, seeing how fe 
they are. 

The Marquis du Bouvre had dissipated almost the whole 
one of the finest fortunes of the nobility, to which he ht 
formerly owed his alliance with a Mademoiselle de Bo: 
querelles. Hence Clémentine had for her uncle, on h 
mother's side, the Marquis de RonqueroUes, and for her au: 
Madame de Sérizy. On her father's side she possessed a 
other uncle in the eccentric person of the Chevalier c 
Eouvre, the younger son of the house, an old bachelor wl 
had grown rich by spéculations in lands and houses. 

The Marquis de Bonquerolles was so unhappy as to lo 
both his children during the Visitation of choiera. Madai 
de Sérizy's only son, a young oflBcer of the hîghest promis 
was killed in Africa at the fight by the Macta. In the 
days rich familles run the risk of ruinîng their children 
they hâve too many, or of becoming extinct if they hâve b 
one or two, a singular resuit of the Civil Code not fores» 
by Napoléon. Thus, by accident, and in epite of Monsieur ( 
Eouvre^s reckless extravagances for Plorîne, one of the mo 
charming of Paris actresses, Clémentine had become ( 
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heiress. The Marquis de RonqueroUes, one of the most ac^ 
eomplished diplomates of the new dynasty, his sister. 
Madame de Sérizy, and the Chevalier du Rouvre agreed that, 
to rescue their fortunes from the Marquis^ clutches, they 
would leave them to their nièce, to whom they each promised 
ten thousand francs a year on her marriage. 

It is quite unnecessary to say that the Pôle, though a 
refugee, cost the French Government absolutely nothing. 
Count Adam belonged to one of the oldest and most illus- 
trions familles of Poland, connected with most of the princely 
houses of Germany, with the Sapiéhas, the Radziwills, the 
Mniszechs, the Rzewuskis, the Czartoryskis^ the Leszinskis, 
the Lubomirskis^ in short, ail the great Sarmatian shis. But 
a knowledge of heraldry is not a strong point in France under 
Louis Philippe, and such nobility could be no recommenda- 
tion to the bourgeoisie then in power. Besides, when, in 1833, 
Adam made his appearance on the Boulevard des Italiens, 
at Frascati's, at the Jockey Club, he led the lif e of a man who, 
having lost his political prospects, f ails back on his vices and 
his love of pleasure. He was taken for a student. 

The Polish nationalitjr, as the resuit of an odious Grovem- 
ment reaction, had f allen as low as the Republicans had tried 
to think it high. The strange struggle of Movement against 
Besistance — ^two words which thirty years hence will be in- 
explicable — ^made a farce of what ought to hâve been so 
worthy: the name, that is, of a vanquished nation to which 
France gave hospitality, for which entertainments were de- 
vised, for which every one danced or sang by subscription; 
a nation, in short, which at the time when, in 1796, Europe 
was fighting France, had offered her six thousand men, and 
such men ! 

Do not conclude from this that I mean to represent the 
Emperor Nicholas as being in the wrong as regards Poland, 
or Poland as regards the Emperor Nicholas. In the first 
place, it would be a silly thing enough to slip a political 
discussion into a taie which ought to interest or to amuse. 
Besides, Bussia and Poland were equally right : one for aim- 
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îng at Tinity of Empire, the other for desirîng to be free 
again. It may be said, in passing, that Foland might bave 
conquered Eussia by the influence of manners instead of 
beating her with weapons; thus imitating the Chinese, who 
at last Chinesified the Tartars, and who, it is to be haped, 
will do the same by the English. Poland onght to bave 
polished the Russians; Poniatowski had tried it in the least 
temperate district of the Empire. But that gentleman was 
a misunderstood king — ail the more so because he did not 
perhaps understand himself. 

How was it possible not to hâte the poor people who were 
the cause of the horrible deceit committed on the occasion 
of the review wben ail Paris was eager to rescue Poland? 
People affected to regard the Pôles as allies of the Republican 
party, forgetting that Poland was an aristocratie republic. 
Thencefori;h the pari;y of weaJth poured ignoble contempt 
on the Pôle, who had been deified but a f ew days since. The 
wind of a riot bas always blown the Parisians round from 
nori;h to south under every form of govemment. This 
weathercock temper of Paris opinion must be remembered 
if we would understand how, in 1835, the name of Pôle was 
a Word of ridicule among the race who believe themselves 
to be the wittiest and politest in the worid, and its central 
luminary, in a city which, at this day, wields the sceptre of 
ari; and literature. 

There are, alas! two types of Polish refugees — ^the re- 
publican Pôle, the son of Lelewel, and the noble Pôle, of 
the pari;y led by Prince Czari;oryski. Thèse two kinds of 
Pôle are as fire and water, but why blâme them? Are not 
such divisions always to be observed among refugees whatever 
nation they belong to, and no matter what country they go 
to? They carry their country and their hatreds with them. 
At Brussels two French émigré priests expressed the greatest 
aversion for each other ; and when one of them was asked bis 
reasons, he replied, pointing to bis companion in misery, 
"He is a Jansenist !" Dante, in his exile, would gladly hâve 
stabbed any adversary of the Bianchi. In this lies the lea- 
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son of the attacks made on the vénérable Prince Adam 
Czartoryski by the French radicals, and that of the disap- 
proval Bhown to a section of the Polish emigrants by the 
Cœsars of the connter and the Alexanders by letters patent. 

In 1834 Adam Mitgislas Laginski was the butt of Parisian 

witticisms. — "He is a niée fellow thongh he is a Pôle/' said 

Bastignac. — "Ail the Pôles are great lords," said Maxime 

'de Traillea, ^T)ut this one pays his gambling debts; I begin 

to think that he must hâve had an estate/' 

And without offenee to the exiles, it may be remarked that 
the levity, the recklessness, the fluidity of the Sarmatian char- 
acter justified the caJumnies of the Parisians, who, indeed, 
in similar circumstances, would be exactly like the Pôles. 
The French aristocracy, so admirably supported by the Polish 
aristocracy during the Révolution, certainly made no équiva- 
lent retum to those who were forced to emigrate in 1832. 
We must hâve the melancholy courage to say that, in this, 
the Faubourg Saint-Germain remains Poland's debtor. 

Was Count Adam rich, was he poor, was he an adventurer ? 
The problem long remained unsolved. Diplomatie circles, 
faithful to their instructions, imitated the silence observed 
by the Emperor Nicholas, who at that time counted every 
Polish émigré as dead. The Tuileries, and most of those who 
took their eue from thence, gave an odious proof of this 
characteristic policy dignified by the name of prudence. A 
Bussian prince, with whom they had smoked many cigars at 
the time of the émigration, was ignored because, as it seemed, 
he had fallen into disgrâce with the Emperor Nicholas. 

Thus placed between the prudence of the Court and that 
of diplomatie circles. Pôles of good f amily lived in the Bib- 
lical solitude of Super flumina Bàbylonis, or frequented cer- 
tain drawing-rooms which served as neutral territory for 
every variety of opinion. In a dty of pleasure like Paris, 
where amusement is to be had in every rank, Polish reckless- 
ness found twice as many pretexts as it needed for leading a 
dissipated bachelor life. Besides, it must be said, Adam 
had against him at first both his appearance and his man*- 
nera. 
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There are two types of Pôle, as there are two types of Eng- 
lishwoman. When an Englishwoman is not a beauty, she is 
horribly ugly — ^and Count Adam belongs to the second cate- 
gory. Hîs face is small, somewhat sour, and looks as if it 
had been sqneezed in a vise. His short nose, fair hair, 
red moustaches and beard, give him the expression of a goat; 
ail the more so because he is short and thin, and his eyes, 
tinged with dingy yellow, startle you by the oblique leer 
which Virgil's Une has made famons. How is it that, in 
spite of such iinfayorable conditions, he has snch exquisite 
manners and style? The solution of this mystery is given 
by his dress, that of a fînished dandy, and by the éducation 
he owes to his mother, a Eadziwill. If his courage carries 
him to the point of rashness, his mind is not above the cur- 
rent and trivial pleasantries of Paris conversation; still, he 
does not of ten find a young fellow who is his supehor among 
men of fashion. Thèse young men nowadays talk far too 
much of horses, income, taxes, and deputies, for Prench con- 
versation to be what once it was. Wit needs leisure, and 
certain inequalities of position. Conversation is better per- 
haps at Petersburg and at Yienna than it is in Paris. Equals 
need no subtleties; they tell each other everything straight 
out, just as it is. Hence the ironical laughers of Paris could 
scarcely discem a man of family in a light-hearted stu- 
dent, as he seemed, who in talking passed carelessly f rom one 
subject to another, who pursued amusement with ail the more 
f renzy because he had just escaped f rom great périls, and who, 
having lef t the country where his family was known, thought 
himself at liberty to lead an irresponsible life without risk- 
ing a loss of considération. 

One fine day in 1834, Adam bought a large house in the 
Eue de la Pépinière. Six months later it was on as hand- 
some a footing as the richest houses in Paris. Just at the 
time when Laginski was beginning to be taken seriously, 
he saw Clémentine at the Italian opéra, and fell in love with 
her. A year later, he married her. Madame d'Espard's 
circle set the fashion of approval. Mothers of familles then 
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learned, too late, that ever since tbc year 900, the Laginakic 
had raiiked with the most illustriouB familieg of the North. 
By a stroke of prudence, most uniike a Pôle, the young 
Count's mother had, at the beginning of the rebelhon, mort- 
gaged ber eetatee for an immense atun adranced by two 
Jevlsh honses, and invested in the French funds. Connt 
Adam Lagineki had an income of more than eighty tboQ- 
aand francs. Thia put an end to the aatonishment expreseed 
in Bome drawing-rooniB at the rashness of Madame de Sérizy, 
of old de Eonquerolles, and of the Chevalier du Eonvre in 
yielding to theîr niece'a mad passion. 

As UBual, the world mshed from one extrême to the other. 
During the winter of 1836, Count Adam became the fasbion, 
and Clémentine Laginski one of the queens of Paris. 
Madame de Laginaki, at the présent time, is one of the chann- 
ing gronp of young married women among whom shine 
Mesdames de Lestorade, de Portenduère, Marie de Yan- 
denesse, du Quénic, and de Maufrigneuse, the very âower of 
Paris Bociety, who live high above the parvenus, boargeois, 
and wire-pullera of récent politicB. 

This preamble was needful to define the sphère in whîcb 
Tvas carried througb one of those sublime efforts, leea rare 
than the detractors of the présent time imagine, — ^pearls 
hidden in rough shells, and lost in the depths of that abyss, 
that océan, tbat never-resting tide called the World — ^the Age 
— Paris, London, or Petersburg — whiehever you will. 

If ever the truth that architecture is the expression of 
the manners of a race was fully demonstrated, is it not since 
the révolution of 1830, under the reign of the House of 
Orléans? Great fortunes bave shnink in France, and the 
majestie mansions of our fathers are eonstantly being demol- 
ished and replaced by a sort of tenement bouses, in which a 
peer of France of July dwella on the third floor, over aome 
newly-enriched empîric. Styles are mingled in confusion. 
As tbere is no longer any Court, any lobility to set a "tone," 
no barmony îs to be seen in the productions of art. On thft 
other hand, architecture bas never found more eoonomical 
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tricks for imitating what is genuine and thorough, never 
played more ingenuity and resource in arrangement, 
an artist to deal with a strip of the garden of an old 'Tic 
now destroyed, and he will build you a little Louvre cruj 
under its ornamentation ; he will give you a courtyard, stal 
and, if you insist, a garden ; inside he contrives such a n 
ber of little rooms and corridors, and cheats the eye se 
fectually, that you fancy yourself comfortable; in fact, t 
are so many bedrooms, that a ducal retinue can live and n 
in what was only the bake-house of a président of a 
court. 

The Comtesse Laginski's house is one of thèse moc 
structures, with a courtyard in front and a garden be?.i 
To the right of the courtyard are the servants' quartera, 
anced on the left by the stables and coach-houses. The 
ter's lodge stands between two handsome gâtes. Thtj <e 
luxury of this house consists in a delightful conservator 
the end of a boudoir on the ground floor, where ail the bes 
tiful réception rooms are. It was a philanthropist dr 
out of England who built this architectural gem, constru 
the conservatory, planned the garden, varnished the de 
paved the outbuildings with brick, filled thô Windows i 
green glass, and realized a vision like that — ^in due 
portion— of George IV. at Brighton. The Inventive, in( 
trions, and ready Paris artisan had carvt^i his doors 
window-f rames ; his ceilings were imitated IVom those of 
Middle Ages or of Venetian palaces, and thiore was a la 
outlay of marble slabs in extemal paneling. Steinbeck 
François Souchet had carved the comices of the doors 
chimney-shelves; Schinner had painted the ceilings with 
brush of a master. The wonders of the stairs — ^marbL 
white as a woman's arm — defied those of the Hôtel Ro 
child. 

In conséquence of the disturbances, the prîce of this i 
was not more than eleven hundred thousand francs, 
an Englishman this was giving it away. AU this splen 
called princely by people who do not know what a real pr 
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is, stood in the garden of a contracter — ^a Crœsus of the Eevo- 
lution, who had died at Brussels, a banknipt after a sudden 
convulsion of the Bourse. The Englishman died at Paris 
— died of Paris — for to many people Paris is a disease ; some- 
times it is several diseases. His widow, a Methodist, had a 
perf ect horror of the nabob's little house — ^this philanithropist 
had been a dealer in opium. The virtuous widow ordered 
that the scandalous property should be sold just at the time 
when the disturbances made peace doubtful on any terms. 
Count Adam took advantage of the opportunity; and you 
shall be told how it happened^ for nothing could be less con- 
sonant with his lordly habits. 

Behind this house, built of stone fretted like a melon, 
spreads the green yelvet of an English lawn, shaded at the 
further end by an élégant clump of exotic trees, among which 
rises a Chinese pavilion with its mute bells and pendent gilt 
eggs. The greenhouse and its f antastic décorations screen the 
outer wall on the south side. The other wall, opposite the 
greenhouse, is hung with creepers grown in arcades over pôles 
and cross-beams painted green. This meadow, this realm of 
flowers, thèse graveled paths, this mimic forest, thèse aerial 
trellises cover an area of about twenty-five square perches, 
of which the présent value would be four hundred thousand 
francs, as much as a real forest. In the heart of this silence 
won from Paris, birds sing; there are blackbirds, nightingales, 
buUfinches, chaflSnches, and numbers of sparrows. The con- 
servatory is a vast flower-bed, where the air is loaded with 
perfume, and where you may walk in winter as though sum- 
mer was blazing with ail its fires. The means by which an 
atmosphère is produced at will of the tropics, China or Italy, 
are ingeniously concealed from view. The pipes in which 
the boiling water circulâtes — ^the steam, hot air, what not — 
are covered with soil, and look like garlands of growing flow- 
ers. 

The boudoir is spacious. On a small plot of ground the 
miracle wrought by the Paris fairy called Architecture is 
to produce everything on a large scale. The young Countess' 
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boudoir was the pride of the artist to whom Count Adai 
intrusted the task of redecorating thé house. To sin the: 
would be impossible, there are too many pretty trifles. Lo^ 
would not know where to alight amid work-tables of Chine 
carving, where the eye can find thousands of droU litt 
figures wrought in the ivory — ^the outcome of the toil of t^^ 
f amilies of Chinese artists ; vases of bumt topaz mounted ( i 
filigree stands ; mosaies that invite to thef t ; Dutch picture • 
such as Schinner now paints again ; angels imagined as Stei i 
'^ bock conceives of them (but does not always work them o i 
himself ) ; statuettes executed by geniuses pursued by crédite : 
(the true interprétation of the Arab myths) ; sublime fii i 
eketehes by our greatest artists ; fronts of carved chests let in 
the wainscot, and altemating with the invention» of Indij : 
embroidery; gold-eolored curtains draped over the doo : 
f rom an architrave of black oak wrought with the swari i 
ing figures of a hunting scène; chairs and tables worthy i 
Madame de Pompadour; a Persian carpet, and so forth. Ai i 
finally, as a crowning touch, ail this splendor, seen under 
softened light filtering in through lace curtains, looks ail t . 
more beautiful. On a marble slab, among some antique • 
a Iddy's whip, with a handle carved by Mademoiselle 
Fauveau, shows that the Countess is fond of riding. 

Such is a boudoir in 1837, a display of property to divc : 
the eye, as though ennui threatened to invade the most rei t 
less and unresting society in the world. Why is there not i 
ing individual, intimate, nothing to invite rêverie and i ! 
pose? — ^Why? — ^Because no one is sure of the morrow, aj i 
every one enjoys life as a prodigal spends a life interest. 

One moming Clémentine affected a méditative air, as s 
lounged on one of those deep siesta chairs from whi 1 
we cannot bear to rise, so cleverly has the upholsterer w 
invented them contrived to fit them to the curves of la i 
' ness and the comfort of the Bdlce far mente. The doors 
the conservatory were open, admitting the scent of vegel i 
tion and the perf umes of the tropics. The young wif e watch i 
Adam, who was smoking an élégant narghileh, the only f o] i 

22 
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of pipe she allowed in this room. Over the other dooi% cnr* 
tainfl^ canght back by handsome ropes^ showed two magnifi- 
cent rooms beyond: one in white and gold, resembling that 
of the Hôtel Forbin-Janson, the other in the taste of the 
Renaissance. The dining-room^ iinrivaled in Paris by any 
but that of the Baron de Nucingen, is at the end of a cor- 
ridor^ with a ceiling and walls decorated in a mediseval style. 
This corridor is reached, on the courtyard front, through a 
large ante-room, through whose glass door the splendor of the 
stairs is seen. 

The Count and Countess had just breakfasted; the sky was 
a sheet of blue without a cloud ; the month of Âpril was draw- 
ing to a close. The household had already known two years 
of happiness, and now, only two days since, Clémentine had 
discovered in her home something resembling a secret, a 
mystery. A Pôle, let it be repeated to his honor, is generally 
weak in the présence of a woman; he is so fuU of tendemess 
that, in Poland, he becomes her inferior; and though Polish 
women are admirable créatures, a Pôle is even more quickly 
routed by a Parisienne. Hence, Count Adam, pressed hard 
with questions, had not enough artless cunning to sell hia 
secret dear to his wife. With a woman there is always some- 
thing to be got for a secret ; and she likes you the better for 
it, as a rogue respects an honest man whom he has failed to 
take in. The Count, more ready with his sword than with 
his tongue, only stipulated that he should not be required to 
answer till he had finished his narghileh fuU of tombaJci, 

^TVhen we were traveling,'' said she, ^'you replied to every 
diflBculty by saying, Taz will see to that !' You never wrote 
to anybody but Paz. On my retum, every one refers me to 
the Captain, I want to go out. — ^The Captain! Is there a 
bill to be paid? — The Captain. If my horse's pace is rough, 
they will speak to Captain Paz. In short, hère I feel as if 
it were a game of dominoes; every where Paz! I hear no 
one talked of but Paz, but I can never see Paz. What is Paz ? 
Let our Paz be brought to see me.'^ 

**Then is not everything as it ought to be?" said the 
Count, relinquîshing the mouthpiece of his narghileh. 
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''Everything is so quite what it ought to be, that if we h 
two hundred thousand francs a year, we should be ruined 
living in the way we do with a hundred and ten thousan( 
said she. She pnlled the bell-handle embroidered in tei 
stitch, a marvel of skill. A man-servant dressed like a M: 
ister at once appeared. 

'Tell Monsieur le Capitaine Paz that I wish to speak 
hîm," said she. 

"If you f aney you will find anything out in that way 

said Gount Adam with a smile. 

It may be useful to say that Adam and Clémentine, m 
ried in Deeember 1835, after spending the winter in Pai 
had during 1836 traveled in Italy, Switzerland, and G 
many. They retumed home in November, and during 1 
winter just past the Countess had for the first time receii 
her f riends, and then had discovered the existence — the alm 
speechless and unacknowledged, but most useful présence 
of a factotum whose person seemed to be invisible — ^this Ci 
tain Paz or Paç. 

"Monsieur le Capitaine Paz begs Madame le Comtesse 
excuse him ; he is round at the stables, and in a dress wh 
does not allow of his coming at this minute. But as soon 
he is dressed Count Paz will come,^^ said the man-servant. 

"Why, what was he doing?*^ 

"He was showing Constantine how to groom the Countc 
horse ; the man did not do it to his mind,^^ replied the e 
vaut. 

The Countess looked at the man ; he was quite serions, « 
took good care not to imply by a smile that comment wh 
inferiors so often allow themselves on a superior who sec 
to hâve descended to their level. 

"Ah, he was brushing down Cora ?'' 

'TTou are not riding out this morning, madame?*' said 
servant; but he got no answer, and went. 

'T!s he a Pôle?** asked Clémentine of her husband, t 
bowed affirmatively. 

Clémentine lay silent, examining Adam. Her feet, aln 
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at full length on a cushion^ her head in the attitude of a 
bird listening on the edge of its nest to the sounds of the 
grove, she would hâve seemed charming to the most blasé of 
men. Fair and slight, her hair curled à l'Anglaise, she looked 
like one of the almost fabulons figures in KeepsaJees, especially 
as she was wrapped in a moming gown of Persian silk^ of 
which the thick folds did not so eSectually disguise the 
grâces of her figure and the slendemess of her waist, as that 
they could not be admired through the thick covering of 
flowers and embroidery. As she crossed the brightly colored 
stuflf over her chest, the hollow of her throat remained visible, 
the white skin contrasting in tone with the handsome lace 
trimming over the shoulders. Her eyes, fringed with black 
lasheSy emphasized the expression of curiosity that puckered 
a pretty mouth. On her well-formed brow were traced the 
characteristic curves of the Paris woman, wilf ul, light-hearted, 
well-educated, but invulnérable to vulgar t'emptations. Her 
hands, almost transparent^ hung from each arm of her deep 
chair; the taper fingers, curved at the tips, showed nails like 
pink almonds that caught the light. 

Adam smiled at his wife's impatience, gazing at her with 
a look which conjugal satiety had not yet made lukewarm. 
This slim little Countess had known how to be mistress in 
her own house, for she scarcely acknowledged Adam^s admira- 
tion. In the glances she stole at him there was perhaps a 
dawning consciousness of the superiority of a Parisienne to 
this spruce, lean, and red-haired Pôle. 

"Hère cornes Paz/^ said the Count, hearing a step that rang 
in the corridor. 

The Countess saw a tall, handsome man come in, well buîlt, 
bearing in his features the marks of the grief which cornes 
of strength and misfortune. Paz had dressed hastily in 
one of those tightly-fitting coats, fastened by braid straps 
and oval buttons, which used to be called polonaises. Thick, 
black hair, but ill-kempt, covered his squarely-shaped head, 
and Clémentine could see his broad forehead as shîny as a 
pièce of marble, for he held his peaked cap in his hand. That 
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hand was like the hand of the Hercules carrying the infant 
Mercury. Kobust health bloomed in a face equally divided 
by a large Eoman nose, which reminded Clémentine of the 
handsome Trasteverini. A black silk stock put a finishing 
touch of martial appearance to this mystery of near six feet 
liigh, with jet-black eyes as lustrons as an Italian's The width 
of his full trousers, hiding ail but the toes of his boota, 
showed that Paz still was f aithful to the fashions of Poland. 
Certainly, to a romantic woman, there must hâve been some- 
thing burlesque in the violent contrast observable between 
the Captain and the Count, between the little Pôle with his 
narrow f rame and this fine soldier, between the carpet-knight 
and the knight servitor. 

"Good-moming, Adam/^ he said to the Count with famil- 
iarity. 

Then he bowed gracef ully, asking Clémentine in what way 
he could serve her. 

Then you are Laginski's friend?" asked the lady. 

Tor life and death/' replied Paz, on whom the yoxmg 
Count shed his most affectionate smile, as he exhaled his last 
fragrant puff of smoke. 

'TVell, then, why do you not eat with us? Why did you 
not accompany us to Italy and to Switzerland? Why do 
you hide yourself so as to avoid the thanks I owe you for the 
constant services you do us ?" said the young Countess, with 
a sort of irritation, but without the slightest feeling. 

In fact, she detected a kind of volunteer slavery on the 
part of Paz. At that time such an idea was inséparable from 
a certain disdain for a socially amphibious créature, a being 
at once secretary and bailiff, neither whoUy bailiflf nor whoUy 
secretary, some poor relation — ^inconvénient as a f riend. 

"The fact is, Countess,*^ he replied with some freedom, 
**that no thanks are owing to me. I am Adam's friend, and 
I find my pleasure in taking charge of his interests.** 

*'And is it for your pleasure too that you remain stand- 
îng?" said Count Adam. 

Paz sat down in an armchair near the doorway. 
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*'I remember having seen you on the occasion of our mar- 
liage, and sometîmes in the courtyard/^ said the lady; *T)ut 
why do yon, a f riend of Adam's, place yourself in a position 
of inf eriority ?'' 

"The opinion of the Paris world is to me a matter of in- 
différence," said he. "I live for myself, or, if you choose, for 
you two" 

'^But the opinion of the world as regards my husband's 
friend cannot be a matter of indifférence to me '^ 

*'0h, madame, the world is easily satisfied by one word: 
Eccentric — say that." 

Af ter a short pause he asked, 'TOo you purpose going out ?*' 

'^ill you come to the Bois ?'^ said the Countess. 

'^ith pleasure,** and so saying Paz bowed and went ont. 

''What a good soûl! He is as simple as a child,^^ said 
Adam. 

"Tell me now how you became f riends,'^ said Clémentine. 

"Paz, my dearest, is of a f amily as old, as noble, and as il- 
lustrions as our own. At the time of the fall of the Pazzi 
a member of that f amily escaped f rom Florence into Poland, 
where he settled with some little fortune, and founded the 
family of the Paz, on which the title of count was conferred. 

"This family, having distinguished itself in the days of 
our royal republic, grew rich. The cutting from the tree 
felled in Italy grew with such vigor that there are several 
branches of the house of the Counts Paz. It will not, there- 
fore, surprise you to be told that there are rich and poor 
members of the family. . Our Paz is the son of a poor branch. 
As an orphan, with no fortune but his sword, he served under 
the Grand Duke Constantine at the time of our Bevolution. 
Carried away by the Polish party, he f ought like a Pôle, Kke 
a patriot, like a man who has nothing — three reasons for 
fighting well. In the last skirmish, believing his men were 
f ollowing him, he rushed on a Russian battery, and was taken 
prisoner. I was there. This feat of courage roused my blood. 
Tjet us go and fetch him!^ cried I to my horsemen. We 
charged the battery like freebooters, and I rescued Paz, I 
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being the seventh. We were twenty when we set ont, and 
eight when we came back, including Paz. 

'^When Warsaw was betrayed we had to think of escaping 
from the Eussians. By a singular chance Paz and I foiind 
ourselves together at the same hour and in the same plaxîe 
on the other side of the Vistnla. I saw the poor Captain ar- 
rested by some Pnissians, who at that time had made them- 
selves bloodhonnds for the Eussians. When one has fished 
a man ont of the Styx, one gets attacHed to him. This new 
danger threatening Paz distressed me so much that I al- 
lowed myself to be taken with him, intending to be of service 
to him. Two men can sometimes escape when one alone is 
lost. Thanks to my name and some f amily connection with 
those on whom our f ate depended — for we were then in the 
power of the Pnissians — ^my flight was winked at. I got my 
dear Captain through as a common soldier and a servant of 
my house, and we succeeded in reaching Dantzic. We stowed 
ourselves in a Dutch vessel sailing for England, where we 
landed two months later. 

*^My mother had fallen ill in England, and awaited me 
there; Paz and I nursed her till her death, which was ac- 
celerated by the disasters to our cause. 

^^e then left England, and I brought Paz to France; in 
such adversities two men become brothers. When I found 
myself in Paris with sixty odd thousand francs a year, not to 
mention the remains of a sum derived from the sale of my 
mother's diamonds and the family pictures, I wished to secure 
a living to Paz before giving myself up to the dissipations of 
Paris life. I had discemed some sadness in the Captain*s 
eyes, sometimes even a suppressed tear floated there. I had 
had oppori^unities of appreciating his soûl, which is thor- 
oughly noble, lofty, and gênerons. Perhaps it was painful 
to him to find himself bound by benefits to a man six years 
yoimger than himself without being able to repay him. I, 
careless and light-heaxted as a boy, might ruin mjself at play, 
or let myself be ensnared by some woman ; Paz and I might 
some day be sundered. Though I promised myself that I 
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would always provide for ail his needs, I foresaw maiiy 
chanœs of forgetting, or being unable to pay Paz an allow- 
ance. In short, my angel, I wished to spare him the dis- 
comfort, the humiliation, the shame of having to ask me for 
money, or of seeking in vain for his comrade in some day of 
necessity. Dunqibe, one morning after breakfast, with our 
feet on the fire-dogs, each smoking his pipe, after many 
blushes^ and with many précautions, till I saw he was look- 
ing at me quite anxiously, I held ont to him a bond to 
bearer produeing two thousand four hundred francs interest 
yearly '' 

Clémentine rose, seated herself on Âdam's knees, and put- 
ting her arm round his neck, kissed him on the brow, saying : 

'T)ear heart, how noble I think you I And what did Paz 
sayr 

^Thaddeus?'' said the Count; 'lie tumed pale and said 
nothing/^ 

"Thaddeus — ^is that his name?'* 

'TTes. — Thaddeus f olded up the paper and retumed it to 
me, saying, *I thought, Adam, that we were as one in life 
and death, and that we should ne ver part; do you wish to 
see no more of me?' — ^*0h,' said I, *is that the way you take 
it? Well, then, say no more about it. If I am ruined, you 
will be ruined/ — Said he, Tou are not rich enough to live 
as a Laginski should; and do you not need a friend to take 
care of your concems, who will be f ather and brother to you, 
and a trusted confidant T My dear girl, Paz, as he uttered the 
words, spoke with a calmness of tone and look which covered 
a motherly feeling, but which betrayed the gratitude of an 
Arab, the dévotion of a dog, and the friendship of a savage, 
always ready and always unassuming. On my honor! I 
took him in our Polish fashion, laying my hand on his shoul- 
der, and I kissed him on the lips. 'For life and death, then,* 
said I. 'Ail I hâve is yours, do just as you will/ 

'T!t was he who found me this house for almost nothing. 
He sold my shares when they were high, and bought when they 
were low, and we purchased this hovel ont of the diffeienoe. 
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He is a connoisseur in horses^ and deals in them so well that 
my stable has cost me very little, and yet I hâve the finest 
beasts and the prettiest tnmout in Paris. Our servants, 
old Polish soldiers whom he f onnd, would pass through the 
fire for us. While I seem to be mining myself, Paz keeps 
my honse with sueh perfect order and economy that he has 
even made good some losses at play, the foUies of a young 
'man. My Thaddeus is as eunning as two Genoese, as keen for 
profit as a Polish Jew, as cautions as a good housekeeper. I 
hâve never been able to persuade him to live as I did when 
I was a bachelor. Sometimes it has needed the gentle violence 
of friendship to induce him to corne to the play when I was 
going alone, or to one of the dinners I was giving at an eating- 
house to a party of congenial companions. He does not like 
the life of drawing-rooms.^^ 

'Then what does he like?*' asked Clémentine. 

'*He loves Poland, and weeps over her. His only extrava- 
gance has been money sent, more in my name than his own, 
to some of our poor exiles.'* 

'*Dear, how fond I shall be of that good fellow/' said the 
Countees. ^^e seems to me as simple as everything that is 
tniLy great.'* 

"Ail the pretty things you see hère/' said Adam, praising 
his f riend with the most gênerons security, ^Tiave been f ound 
by Paz ; he has bought them at sales, or by some chance. Oh ! 
he is keener at a bargain than a trader. If you see him 
rubbing his hands in the courtyard, it is because he has ex- 
changed a good horse for a better. He lives in me ; his delight 
is to see me well dressed in a dazzlingly smart carriage. 
He performs ail the duties he imposes on himself without 
fuss or display. One night I had lost twenty thousand francs 
at whist. 'What will Paz say?' thought I to myself as I 
reached home. Paz gave me the sum, not without a sigh; 
but he did not blâme me even by a look. This sigh checked 
me more than ail the remonstrances of uncles, wives, or 
mothers in similar circumstances. TTou regret the money?' 
I asked him. — 'Oh, not for you, nor for myself; no, I was 
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only thinking that twcnty poor relations of mine oonld hâve 
lired on it for a year/ 

^'The f amily of Paz, you understand, is qnite equal to that 
of Laginski, and I hâve never regarded my dear Paz as an 
inferior. I bave tried to be as magnanimous in my degree 
as he in his. I neyer go ont or corne in withont going to 
Paz, as if he were my father. My fortune is his. In short, 
Thaddeus knows that at this day I would rush into danger 
k> rescne him, as I hâve done twice before/' 

"That is not a small thing to say, my dear/^ remarked the 
Countess. "Dévotion is a lightning-flash. Men dévote them- 
selves in war, but they no longer dévote themselves in Paris." 

*^ell, then," said Adam, "for Paz I am always in war. 
Our two natures bave preserved their asperities and their 
faults, but the mutual intimacy of our soûls bas tightened 
the bonds, already so close, of our friendship. Â man may 
save his comrade's lif e, and kill him afterwards if he finds him 
a bad companion; but we bave gone through what makes 
friendship indissoluble. There is between us that constant 
exchange of pleasing impressions on both sides which makes 
friendship, from that point of view, a richer joy, peorhaps, 
than love." 

Â pretty little hand shut the Count's mouth so suddenly 
that the movement was almost a blow. 

'TTes, indeed, my darling," said he. "Friendship knows 
nothing of the bankruptcy of sentiment, the insolvency of 
pleasures. Love, af ter giving more than it bas, ends by giving 
less than it receives." 

"On both sides alike then," said Clémentine, emiling. 

"Tes," said Adam. *^While friendship can but increase. 
You need not pout. We, my angel, are as much friends as 
levers; we, at least, I hope, bave combined the two feelings 
in our happy marriage." 

"I will explain to you what bas made you two such good 
friends," said Clémentine. "The différence in your love arises 
from a diflference in your tastes, and not from compulsory 
choice ; from préférence, &nd not from the necessity of posi- 



THB IMAGINART MISTRB88 347 

tion. So far as a man can be judged from a glimpse^ and 
f rom what you tell me, in this instance the subalteom may 
at times be the superior/^ 

^^Oh! Paz is really my superior," replied Adam simply. 
"I hâve no advantage over him but that of luek/* 

His wife kissed him for this gênerons avowal. 

"The perfect skill with which he conceals the loftiness of 
his soûl is an immense superiority/^ the Count went on. "I 
say to him, TTou are a sly fellow; you hâve vast domains in 
your mind to which you retire/ He has a right to the title 
of Count Paz ; in Paris he will only be called Captain." 

"In short, a Florentine of the Middle Ages has resuscitated 
after three centuries/* said the Countess. "There is some- 
thing of Dante in him, and something of Michael Angelo/* 

"Indeed, you are right; he is at heari; a poet/* replied 
Adam. 

"And so I am married to two Pôles," said the young 
Countess, with a gesture resembling that of a genius on the 
stage. 

^TOariing child V^ said Adam, clasping Clémentine to him, 
"you would hâve distressed me very much if you had not 
liked my friend. We were both afraid of that, though he 
was delighted at my marrying. You will make him very 
happy by telling him that you love him — ohl as an old 
friend.'* 

'Then I will go to dress; it is fine, we will ail three go 
out," said Clémentine, ringing for her maid. 

Paz led such an underground lif e that ail the f ashion of 
Paris wondered who it was that accompanied Clémentine 
Laginski when they saw her driving to the Bois and back 
between him and her husband. During the drive Clémentine 
had insisted that Thaddeus was to dine with her. This whim 
of a despotic sovereign compelled the Captain to make an 
unwonted toilet. On retuming from her drive Clémentine 
dressed with some coquettish care, in such a way as to produce 
as effect even on Adam as she entered the room where the 
two friends were awaiting her. 
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replied Thaddeus, with a meaning and an expression which 
showed that his dulness at dinner had been assumed. 

But by a very eoneeivable want of judgment, there was too 
great a contrast between the involuntary self-betrayal of this 
speech and the Captain*s attitude during dinner. Clémentine 
examined him with one of those keen flashes by which a wo- 
man reveals at once her surprise and her observancy. Thus, 
during the few minutes while they were taking their cofEee 
in the drawing-room, silence reigned — an uncomfortable 
silence for Adam, who could not divine its cause. Clémentine 
no longer disturbed Thaddeus. The Captain, for his part, 
retired again into military rigidity, and came out of it no 
more, either on the way, or in the box, where he affected to 
be asleep. 

"You see, madame, that I am very duU company,^^ said he, 
during the ballet in the last act of William Tell, '^as I not 
right to ^stick to my last,^ as the proverb says ?'' 

"On my word, my dear Captain, you are neither a coxcomb 
nor a chatterbox ; you are perhaps a Pôle." 

"Leave me then to watch over your pleasures," he replied, 
"to take care of your fortune and your house; that is ail I 
am good for." 

"Tartufe ! begone !" cried Adam, smiling. "My dear, he is 
full of heari;, well informed — he could, if he chose, hold his 
own in any drawing-room. Clémentine, do not believe what 
his mddesty tells you." 

"Good-night, Countess. I hâve proved my willingness, 
and now will avail myself of your carriage to go to bed at 
once. I will send it back for you." 

Clémentine bowed slightly, and let him go without leply- 
îng. 

^'What a bear!" said she to the Count. 'TTou are much^ 
much nicer." 

Adam pressed his wife's hand unseen. 

*Toor, dear Thaddeus, he has endeavored to be a foil when 
many men would hâve tried to seem more attractive than I.** 

"Oh!" said she, ^T. am not snre that was not intentional; 
his behavior would hâve mystifîed an ordinary woman." 
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Half an hour later, while Boleslas the groom mi aStxi 
"Gâte," and the coaehman, having turned the carrisje !< 
drive in, wa« waiting for thJe gatea to be opened, ClÉœaiitiin 
aaid to the Connt : 

"Where doea the Captain rooat ?" 

'TJp there," aaid Adam, pointing to an degantlj o» 
strueted attic extending on both aides of the gatewaj ii( 
s window looking on to the atreet. "His rooma areoiertl 
ooach-honseB." 

"And who lives in the other half?" 

"No one as yet," replied Adam. "The other little rf 
over the stables, will do for our ehildren and their tnto." 

"He ia not in bed," said the Countess, sseing a lightisl 
Captaîn's room vheo the caniage waa imder the piDs 
portico — copied from that at the TuilerieB, and takicg 
place of the ordinary zinc awning painted to imitate etn 
ticking. 

Paz, in bis dressing-gown, and pipe in hand, vas vatcl 
Clémentine as she disappeared into the hall. The dav 
been s cruel one to him. And tbiB U the reason : Thad 
bad felt a fearf ul sbock to bis beart on tbe day wben, i 
baving taken bim to tbe opéra to pronounce bis opinio 
first Baw Mademoiselle du Boiivre; and again, whenbi 
ber in the Maire's office and at Saint-Thomas d'Âqmn 
lecognized in her the voman whom a man must love i 
exclusion of ail otbera — for Don Juan bimself prefeiK 
among the mille e tre! 

Hence Paz had strongly advccated tbe claaeical bridi 
after the wedding, Fairly eaay ail the tîme while Clén 
wae absent, his tortures began again on the return 
bappy couple. And this waa what he was thinking as 
baïed his latakia from a cherry-stem pipe, six feet 
gift from Adam : "Only I and God, who will reward 
suffering in silence, may ever knov how I love her ! I 
can I manage to avoid alike her love or ber hatred ?" 

And he sat thinking, thinking, over this problea 
ftrritegy of loVe. 
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It must not be supposed that Thaddeus lived bereft of 
ail joy in the midst of his pain. The triumphant cunning 
of this day was a source of secret satisfaction. Since the 
Count's retum with his wife, day by day he felt ineffable 
happiness in seeing that he was necessary to the couple, who, 
but for him, would hâve rushed inevitably into ruin. What 
fortune can hold out against the extravagance of Paris life? 
Clémentine, brought up by a reckless father, knew nothing 
of household management, which nowadays the richest women 
and the highest in rank are obliged to undertake themselves. 
Who in thèse days can afford to keep a steward ? Adam, on 
his part, as the son of one of the great Polish nobles who 
allowed themselves to be devoured by the Jews, and who was 
incapable of hu&banding the remains of one of the most enor- 
mous fortunes in Poland — ^where fortunes were enormous — 
was not of a temper to restrict either his own f ancies or his 
wife^s. If he had been alone, he would probably hâve ruined 
himself before his marriage. Paz had kept him f rom gam- 
bling on the Bourse, and does not that say ail ? 

Consequently, when he f ound that, in spite of himself, he 
was in love with Clémentine, Paz had not the choice of leaving 
the house and traveling to forget his passion. Gratitude, the 
due of the mystery of his life, held him to the house where 
he alone could act as man of business to this heediess couple. 
Their long absence made him hope for a calmer spirit; but 
the Countess came back more than ever lovely, having acquired 
that freedom of thought which marriage confers on the Paris 
woman, and displaying ail the charms of a young wif e, with 
the indefinable something which comes of happiness or of 
the independence allowed her by a man as trusting, as chival- 
Tous, and as much in love as Adam was. 

The consciousness of being the working hub of this mag- 
nificent house, the sight of Clémentine stepping out of her 
carriage on her retum from a party, or setting out in the 
moming for the Bois de Boulogne, a glimpse of her on the 
Boulevards in her pretty carriage, like a flower in its nest 
of leaves, filled poor Thaddeus with deep, mysterious ecstasies 
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which blossomed at the bottom of his heart without the 
slightest trace appearing in his features. How, during thèse 
five months, shouîd the Countess ever hâve seen the Captain ? 
He hid from her, eoncealing the care he took to keep out of 
her way. 

Nothing is so near divine love as a hopeless love. Mnst 
not a man hâve some depth of soûl thus to dévote himself in 
silence and obscurity? This depth, where lurks the pride 
of a father— or of God — enshrines the worship of love for 
lovées sake, as power for power's sake was the watchword of 
the Jesuits ; a sublime kind of avarice, since it is peremiiallj 
gênerons, and modeled indeed on the mysterious Seing of 
the first principles of the world. Is not their resuit Nature? 
Ând Nature is an enchantress; she belongs to man, to the 
poet, the painter, the lover; but is not the Cause superior to 
Nature in the sight of certain privileged soûls, and some stu- 
pendouft thinkers? The Cause is Qod, In that sphère of 
Causes dwelt the spirits of Newton, of Laplace, of Kepler, 
of Deso^rtes, Malebranche, Spinoza, Buffon, of the true poets 
and saitits of the second century of our era, of Saint Theresa 
of Sppiin and the sublime mystics. Every human émotion 
contains some analogy with the frame of mind in which 
the Eflfect is neglected in favor of the Cause, and Thaddeus 
bas risen to the height whence ail things look différent. 
Abandoned to the unspeakable joys of créative energy, Thad- 
deus was, in love, what we recognize as greatest in the records 
of genius. 

"No, she is not altogether deceived,** thought he, as he 
watched the smoke curl from his pipe. "She might involve 
me in an irrémédiable quarrel with Adam if she spited me; 
and if she should flirt' to torment me, what would become 
of mer 

The fatuity of this hypothesis was so unlike the Captain's 
modest nature, and his somewhat Qerman shyness, that he 
was vexed with himself for its having occurred to him, and 
went to bed determined to await events before taking any 
décisive steps. 
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Next moming Clémentine breakfasted very well wîthout 
Thaddeus, and made no remark on his disobedience. That 
day, as it happened, was her day for being '^at home/' and 
this, with her, demanded a royal display. She did not observe 
the absence of Captain Paz, on whom devolved ail the ar- 
rangements for thèse great occasions. 

'%ell and good!" said Paz to himself, as he heard the 
carnages rumble ont at two in the moming; *'the Countess- 
was oDÛiy prompted by a Parisian's whim or curiosity/* 

So the Captain fell back into his regular routine, disturbed 
for a day by this incident. Clémentine, diverted by the détails 
of life in Paris, seemed to hâve f orgotten Paz. For do yon 
suppose that it is a mère trifle to reign over this inconstant 
city? Do yon imagine, by any chance, that a woman risks 
nothing but her fortune at that absorbing game? 

The winter is to a woman of f ashion what, of yore, a cam- 
paign was to the soldiers of the Empire. What a work of 
art— of genius — is a costume or a head-dress created to make 
a sensation I Â fragile, délicate woman wears her hard and 
dazzling armor of flowers and diamonds, silk and steel, f rom 
nine in the evening till two or of ten three in the moming. She 
eats little, to attract the eye by her slender shape; she cheats 
the hunger that attacks her during the evening with debili- 
tating cups of tea, sweet cakes, heating îces, or heavy slices 
of pastry. The stomach must submit to the commanda of 
vanity. She awakes late, and thus everything is in contra- 
diction to the laws of Nature, and Nature is ruthless. ^ 

No sooner is she up than the woman of f ashion begîns to 
dress for the moming, planning her dress for the aftemoon. 
Must she not receive and pay visits, and go to the Bois on 
horseback or in her carriage ? Must she not always be prae- 
tising the drill of smiles, and fatigue her brain in invent in s: 
compliments which shall seem neither stale nor studied? 
And it is not every woman who succeeds. And then you 
are surprised, when you see a young woman, whom the world 
has welcomed in her freshness, faded and blighted at the 
end of three years. Six months spent in the country are 



8S4 THB IMAGINÀRY MISTRBSS 

bardy enough to heal the wounds inflicted by the winter: 
We hear nothing talked of but dyspepsia and strange maladies^ 
unknowii to women who dévote themselves to their household. 
Formerly a woman was sometimes seen ; now she is perpetually 
on the stage. 

Clémentine had to fight her way; she was beginning to 
be quoted, and amid the cares of this struggle between her 
and her rivais there was hardly a place for love of her hus- 
band ! Thaddens might well be f orgotten. However, a month 
later, in May^ a few days before her departure to stay at 
Bonquerolles in Burgundy^ as she was retuming from her 
drive she saw Thaddens in a side alley of the Champs- 
Elysées, — ^Thaddens, carefully dressed, and in raptnres at 
seeing his Conntess so beantiful in her phaeton^ with champ- 
ing.horses, splendid liveries; in short, the dear people he 
admired so mnch. 

"There is the Captain/' said she to Adam. 

'THappy fellow!" said the Connt. "Thèse are his great 
treats. There is not a smarter tnrnout than ours, and he 
delights in seeing everybody envying us our happiness. You 
bave never noticed him before, but he is there almost every 
day.'' 

'TVTiat can he be thinking of ?" said Clémentine. 

"He is thinking at this moment that the winter has cost a 
great deal, and that we shall save a little by staying with 
your old uncle EonqueroUes," said Adam. 

The Countess had the carriage stopped in front of Paz, 
and desired him to take the seat by her side in the carriage. 
Thaddens tumed as red as a cherry. 

^T. shall poison you,'* he said; "I hâve just been smoking 
cigars." 

"And does not Adam poison me ?" she replied quickly., 

'Tes, but he is Adam," replied the Captain. 

"And why should not Thaddeus enjoy the same privilège?* 
said the Countess with a smile. 

This heavenly smile had a power which was too much for his 
heroic resolutions; he gazed at Clémentine with ail the fire 
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of hîs soul in his eyes, but tempered by the angelic exprès 
of his gratitude — that of a man who lived solely by gratil 
The Countess f olded her arms in her shawl, leaned back 
sively against the cushions^ crumpling the feathers of 
handsome bonnet, and gazed ont at the passers-by. 
flash from a soul so noble, and hitherto so resigned, app^ 
to her feelings. What, after ail, was Adam's great nu 
Was it not natural that he shonld be brave and gêner 
But the Captain ! — Thaddeus possessed, or seemed to pos 
an immense superiority over Adam. What sinister thon 
distressed the Countess when she once more observed 
contrast between the fine, complète physical nature ^ 
distinguished Thaddeus and the frail constitution whicl 
her husband, betrayed the inévitable degeneration of ai 
cratic familles which are so mad as to persist in intermj 
ing! But the Devil alone knew thèse thoughts, for 
young wife sat with vague méditation in her eyes, sa 
nothing till they reached home. 

^TTou must dine with us, or I shall be angry with yox 
having disobeyed me," said she as she went in. 'TTou 
Thaddeus to me, as you are to Adam. I know the obligai 
you feel to him, but I also know ail we owe to you. In re 
for two impulses of generosity which are so natural, yot 
gênerons at ail hours and day after day. — My f ather is coi 
to dine with us, as well as my uncle EonqueroUes and 
aunt de Sérizy; dress at once,'' she said, pressing the 1 
he offered to help her out of the carriage. 

Thaddeus went to his room to dress, his heart at onc* 
joicing and oppressed by an agonizing flutter. He came c 
at the last moment, and ail through dinner played his 
of a soldier fit for nothing but to fulfil the duties of a ste^ 
But this time Clémentine was not his dupe. His look 
enlightened her. Bonquerolles, the cleverest of ambassa 
next to Talleyrand, and who served de Marsay so well du 
his short ministry, was informed by his nièce of the 
merits of Count Paz, who so modestly made himself 
f riend's steward. 
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"And how is it that this is the first time I hâve ever seen 
Count Paz ?" asked the Marquis de Eonquerolles. 

"Eh! he is very sly and underhand/' replied Clémentine, 
with a look at Paz to désire him to change his demeimor. 

Alas ! it mnst be owned^ at the risk of making the Captain 
less interesting to the reader, Paz, though superior to his 
friend Adam, was not a man of strong temper. He owed 
his apparent superiority to his misfortnnes. In his days of 
poverty and isolation at Warsaw he had read and educated 
himself, had compared and thought much; but the créative 
power which makes a great man he did not possess — can it 
ever be acquired? Paz was great only through his feelings, 
and there could rise to the sublime; but in the sphère of senti- 
ment, being a man of action rather than of ideas, he kept his 
thoughts to himself. His thoughts^ then, did nothing but 
eat his heart out. 

And what,. after ail, is an unuttered thought? 

At Clémentine's speech the Marquis de Eonquerolles and 
his sister exchanged glances, with a side look at their nièce, 
Count Adam, and Paz. It was one of those swift dramas 
which are played only in Italy or in Paris. Only in thèse 
two parts of the world — excepting at ail courts— can the eyes 
say as much. To infuse into the eye ail the power of the soûl, 
to give it the full value of speech and throw a poem or a 
drama into a single flash, excessive servitude or excessive 
liberty is needed. 

Adam, the Marquis du Eouvre, and the Countess did not 
perceive this flash of observation between a past coquette and 
an old diplomatist ; but Paz, like a f aithf ul dog, understood its 
forecast. It was, you must remember, an affair of two sec- 
onds. To describe the hurricane that ravaged the Captain's 
heart would be too elaborate for thèse days. 

"What ! the uncle and aunt already fancy that she perhaps 
loves me ?" said he to himself. "My happiness then dépends 
only on my own audacity. — And Adam ! . . ." 

Idéal love and mère désire, both quite as potent as friend- 
ship and gratitude, rent his soûl, and for a moment love had 
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the upper hand. This poor heroic lover longed to hâve his 
day ! Paz became witty ; he intended to please, and in answer 
to some question f rom Monsieur de RonqueroUes he sketehed 
in grand outlines the Polish rébellion. Thus, at dessert^ Paz 
saw Clémentine hanging on his lips, regarding him as a hero, 
and f orgetting that Adam, af ter sacrificing a third of his im- 
mense fortune, had taken the risks of exile. At nine o*clock, 
having taken coflfee. Madame de Sérizy kissed her nièce on 
the forehead and took leave, carrying oflE Count Adam with 
an assertion of authority, and leaving the Marquis du Rouvre 
and M. de RonqueroUes, who withdrew ten minutes later. 
Paz and Clémentine were left together. 

I will bid you good-night, madame,'* said Thaddeus; 
you will join them at the opéra.** 

"N'o," replied she. "I do not care for dancing, and they 
are giving an odious ballet this evening, The Revolt of the 
Seraglio" 

There was a moments silence. 

"Two years ago Adam would not hâve gone without me,** 
she went on, without looking at Paz. 

"He loves you to distraction '* Thaddeus began. 

"Oh! it is because he loves me to distraction that by to- 
morrow he will perhaps hâve ceased to love me!** exclàimed 
the Countess. 

"The women of Paris are inexplicable,** said Thaddeus. 
"When they are loved to distraction, they want to be loved 
rationally ; when they are loved rationally, they accuse a man 
of not knowing how to love.'* 

"And they are always right, Thaddeus,'* she replied with a 
smile. ^T. know Adam well ; I owe him no grudge for it ; he is 
fickle, and, above ail, a great gentleman; he will always be 
pleased to hâve me for his wife, and will never thwart me in 
any of my tastes ; but " 

'TVTiat marriage was ever without a but?" said Thaddeus 
gently, trying to give the Countess' thoughts another direc- 
tion. 

The least conceited man would perhaps hâve had the 
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thought which nearly drove this lover mad : '*H I do not tell 
her that I love her/' said he to hirnself ^ ^? am an idiot !^' 

Theie was silence between thèse two^ one of those terrible 
pauses which seem bursting with thoughts. The Countess 
fixed a covert gaze on Paz, and Paz watched her in a mirror. 
Sitting back in his armchair, like a man given up to digestion, 
in the attitude of an old man or an indiflEerent husband, the 
Captain clasped his hands over his stomach, and mechanically 
twirled his thumbs, looking stupidly at their rapid movement. 

'*But say something good about Adam !" exclaîmed Clémen- 
tine. *'Tell me that he is not fickle, you who know him so 
weU." 

The appeal was sublime. 

'T?his is the opportunity for raising an insurmountable 
barrier between us," thought the unhappy Paz, devising a 
heroic lie.— "Something good?" he said aloud. "I love him 
too well, you would not believe me. I am incapable of telling 
you any evil of him. . . . And so . . . Madame, I 
hâve a hard part to play between you two." 

Clémentine looked down, fixing her eyes on his patent 
leather shoes. 

"You northemers hâve mère physical courage, you hâve no 
constancy in your décisions," said she in a low tone. 

'^What are you going to do alone, madame?" replied Paz, 
with a perf ectly ingenuous expression. 

'TTou are not going to keep me company?" 

"Forgive me for leaving you." 

*^Why ! where are you going?" 

'T am going to the circus; it is the first night, in the 
Champs-Elysées, and I must not f ail to be there . . ." 

'TVhy not ?" asked Clémentine, with a half-angry flash. 

"Must I lay bare my heart?" he replied, coloring, "and 
confide to you what I conceal from my dear Adam, who be- 
lieves that I love Poland alone?" 

"What ! our dear, noble Captain has a secret ?" 

"A disgrâce which you will understimd, and for which you 
can comfort me." 
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^'A disgrâce! — ^You? . . /* 

'TTes, I — Count Paz, am madly in love with a girl who was 
toTiring round France with the Bouthor f amily, people who 
hâve a circus after the pattern of PranconiX but who 
only perf orm at f airs ! I got her an engagement f rom the 
manager of the Cirque-Olympique/* 

"Is she handsome ?** asked the Goxmtess. 

"In my eyes/* he replied sadly. '^alaga, that is her name 
to the public, is strong, nimble, and supple. Why do I prefer 
her to every other woman in the world? — ^Indeed, I cannot 
tell you. When I see her with her black hair tied back with blue 
ribbons that float over her bare olive-tinted shoulders, dressed 
in a white tunic with a gilt border, and silk tights which make 
her appear a living Greek statue, her feet in frayed satin 
slippers, flourishing flags in her hand to the sound of a mili- 
tary band, and flying through an enormous hoop covered 
with paper which crashes in the air — ^when her horse rushes 
round at a gallop, and she gracefully drops on to him again, 
applauded, honestly applauded, by a whole people — ^well, it 
excites me" 

"More than a woman at a bail?" said Clémentine, with 
insinuating surprise. 

'TTes," said Paz in a choked voice. "This splendid agility, 
this unf ailing grâce in constant péril, seem to me the greatest 
triumph of woman. Yes, madame, Cinti and Malibran, Grisi 
and Taglioni, Pasta and EUsler, ail who reign or ever reigned 
on the boards, seem to me unworthy to untie Malaga^s shoe 
strings — Malaga, who can mount or dismotmt a horse at a 
mad gallop, who slips under him from the left to reappeax 
on the right, who flutters about the most fiery steed like a 
white will-o*-the-wisp, who can stand on the tip of one toe 
and then drop, sitting with her feet hanging, on a horse still 
galloping round, and who finally stands on his back without 
any reins, knitting a stocking, beating eggs, or stirring an 
omelette, to the intense admiration of the people, the true 
people, the peasantry and soldiers. During the walk round, 
madame, that enchanting Golumbine used to carry chairs 
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balanced on the tip of her nose, the prettiest Greek nose I 
ever saw. Malaga is dezteiity personified. Her strength is 
Herculean ; with her tiny fist or her lîttle f oot she can shake 
off three or four men. She is the goddess of athletics/' 

"She must be stupid." 

"Oh !" cried Paz, "she is as amusing as the heroine of Pev- 
erU of the PeaJe. As heedless as a gypsy, she says everything 
that cornes into her head; she cares no more for the future 
than you care for the halfpence you throw to a heggar, and 
she lets out really sublime things. Nothing will ever convince 
her that an old diplomate is a handsome young man, and a 
million of francs would not make her change her opinion. 
Her love for a man is a perpétuai flattery. Enjoying really 
insolent health, her teeth are two-and-thirty Oriental pearls 
set in coral. Her 'snout* — so she calls the lower part of her 
face — ^is, as Shakespeare has it, as f resh and sweet as a heif er's 
muzzle. And it can give bitter pain ! She respects fine men, 
strong men — ^an Âdolphus, an Augustus, an Alexander — 
acrobats and tumblers. Her teacher, a horrible Cassandro, 
thrashed her unmercifully; it cost thousands of blows to give 
her such agility, grâce, and intrepidity/* 

^TTou are drunk with Malaga !" said the Countess. 

*TB[er name is Malaga only on the posters," said Paz, with 
a look of annoyance. "She lives in the Bue Saint-Lazare, 
in a little apartment on the third floor, in velvet and silk, 
like a princess. She leads two lives— one as a dancer, and 
one as a pretty woman." 

"And does she love you?** 

"She loves me — ^you will laugh — solely because I am a 
Pôle. She sees in every Pôle a Poniatowski, as he is shown 
in the print, jumping into the Elster; for to every Frenchman 
the Elster, in which it is impossible to drown, is a foaming 
torrent which swallowed up Poniatowski. — ^And with ail this 
I am very unhappy, madame ^" 

Clémentine was touched by a tear of rage in tKe C^ptain^s 
eye. 

"You love the extraordinary, you men,** said she. 
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"And you ?" asked Thaddeus. 

"I know Adam so well that I know he could forget me 
for some acrobatie tumbler like your Malaga. But where did 
you find her?" 

"At Saint-Cloud, last September, at the fair. She was 
standing in a corner of the platform covered with canvas 
where the perf ormers walk round. Her comrades, ail dressed 
as Pôles, were making a terrifie Babel. I saw her silent and 
dreamy, and fancied I could guess that her thoughts were 
melancholy. Was there not enough to make her so — a girl of 
twenty? That was what touched me.'^ 

The Countess was leaning in a bewitching attitude, pensive, 
almost sad. 

*Toor, poor Thaddeus!" she exclaimed. And with the 
good-fellowship of a really great lady, she added, not without 
a meaning smile, "Go ; go to the circus !" 

Thaddeus took her hand and kissed it, dropping a hot tear, 
and then went out. After having invented a passion for a 
circus-rider, he must give it some reality. Of his whole story 
nothing had been true but the minutées attention he had given 
to the famous Malaga, the rider of the Bouthor troupe at 
Saint-Cloud ; her name had just caught his eye on an adver- 
tisement of the circus. The clown, bribed by a single five- 
f ranc pièce, had told Paz that the girl was a f oundling, or had 
perhaps been stolen. 

Thaddeus now went to the circus and saw the handsome 
horsewoman again. For ten francs, a groom — they fiU the 
place of dressers at a circus — ^informed him that Malaga's 
name was Marguerite Turquet, and that she lived at the 
Eue des Possés-du-Temple, on a fifth floor. 
• Next day, with death in his soûl, Paz found his way to that 
quarter, and asked for Mademoiselle Turquet, in summer the 
understudy of the principal rider at the cirque, and in winter 
"a super" in a Boulevard théâtre. 

'Ttf alagà !" shouted the doorkeeper, rushing into the attîc, 
*Tiere is a fine gentleman for you ! He is asking Chapuzot 
ail about you ; and Chapuzot is cramming him to give me time 
to let you know." 
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"Thftnk jOD, M'ame Cbspuzot; bnt what wlll he eay tofiid 
me ironiog my gown ?" 

Tooh, Btnfll When a man îb in love, he lores eTerytbing 
■bout 70a." 

"Ib be an EDglishman ? Tbey are fond of borses." 

'^0. He looks to me like a Spaniard." 

"So mach the worse. The Spaniarda are dovn in the mat- 
ket they aay. — Stay bere, Madame Cbapnzot, I shall not look 
M left to myseli ." 

**Who were yon wanting, monsienr ?" saïd the woman, open- 
ing the door to Thaddens. 

"Mademoieelle Tarqnet," 

'"My child," Baid the porter'B wife, wrapping her ehavl 
romid her, "hère is somebody asking for yoo." 

A lope on Thich aome linen was airin^ knocked off the 
Captain'e hat. 

"What iB yonr bneioese, monsieur?" asked Halaga, pi<Âiiig 
it np. 

"I eav yon at the circuB ; yon remind me, mademoiselle, of 
a danghter I loBt ; and ont of affection for my Héloïse, whom 
]ron are bo vonderfolly like, I ahonld viBh to be of ose to yon 
if yoQ will alloT me." 

"Well, to be sarel But ait down, Monsieur le Général," 
aaid Madame Chapnzot. "Yon cannot say fairer — nor hand- 
■orner." 

"I am not by way of love-making, my good lady," said Pat 
"I am a father in deep distress, eager to be cheated by a 
likeness." 

"Ând BO I am to pass as yonr danghter?" eaid Malaga, Ter; 
Tognishly, and withont suspecting the absolnte truth of the 
statement. 

''YeB," aaid Paz. "^ will oome sometimee to see yon ; and 
. that the illnsioD may be perf ect, I irill place yon in handsomt 
lodgings, nieely famisbed " 

"I shall hâve fnmitnie of my own?" Baid Malaga, lookinj 
at Madame Chapnzot. 

"And serrants," Paz vent on; "and lire qnite at :roti] 
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Halaga looked at the stranger from under her brows. 

"From what coimtry are you, monsieiurf'' 

'*I am a Pôle/' 

'Then I accept/' said she. 

Paz went away^ promising to call again. 

"That is a tough one V' said Marguerite Turqnet, looking 
.at Madame Chapuzot. '^But I am afraid this man is 
'wheedling me to humor some fancy. Well, I will risk it." 

A month after this whimsical sœne, the fair circus-rider 
was established in rooms charmingly furnished by Count 
Adam's upholsterer, for Paz wished that his foUy should be 
talked about in the Laginski household. Malaga^ to whom 
the adventure was like an Arabian Nights^ dream, was waited 
on by the Chapuzot couple — at once her servants and her 
confidants. The Chapuzots and Marguerite Turquet expected 
some startling climax; but at the end of three months^ 
neither Malaga nor the Chapuzots cpuld account for the 
Polish Count^s fancy. Paz would spend about an hour there 
once a week, during which he sat in the drawing-room, never 
choosing to go either into Malaga's boudoir nor into her bed- 
room, which, in f act, he never entered in spite of the cleverest 
manœuvring on her part and on that of the Chapuzots. The 
Count inquired about the little incidents that varied the 
horsewoman's lif e, and on going away he always lef t two f orty- 
franc pièces on the chimney-shelf . 

'TEe looks dreadfuUy bored/' said Madame Chapuzot. 

'TTesy*' replied Malaga, "that man is as cold as frost after 
a thaw.'* 

"'He is a joUy good fellow, ail the same/' cried Chapuzot, 
delighted to see himself dressed in blue Elbeuf cloth, and 
as Smart as a Minister's office-messenger. 

Paz, by his periodical tribute, made Marguerite Turquet 
an allowance of three hundred and twenty francs a month. 
This sum, added to her small eamings at the circus, secured 
her a splendid existence as compared with her past squalor. 
Strange taies were current among the perf ormers at the circus 
as to Malaga's good fortune The girl's vanity allowed her 
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lent to be etated at sixty thpusand francs, instead of the 
modest six thousand which her rooms oost the prudent Cap- 
tain. Âccording to the clowns and supers, Malaga ate off 
silver plate; and she certainly came to the circus in pretty 
bumouses, in shawls, and élégant scarfs. And, to crown ail, 
the Pôle was the best fellow a circus-rider oould corne across; 
never tiresome, never jealous, leaving Malaga perf ect f reedom. 

^'Some women are so lucky !^^ said Malaga^s rival. '^Such a 
thing would never happen to me, though I bring in a third 
of the receipts." 

Malaga wore smart ^'coal-scuttles,'' and sometîmes gave her- 
self airs in a carriage in the Bois de Boulogne, where the 
youth of f ashion began to observe her. In short, Malaga was 
talked about in the flash world of equivocal women, and her 
good fortune was attacked by calumny. She was reported 
to be a somnambulist, and the Foie was said to be a magnetizer 
in search of the Philosopheras Stone. Other comments of a 
far more venomous taint made Malaga more inquisitive than 
Psyché ; she reported them, with tears, to Paz. 

'TV^hen I owe a woman a grudge," said she to conclude, **j 
do not calumniate her, I do not say that a man magnetizes 
her to find stones. I say that she is a bad lot, and I prove it. 
Why do you get me into trouble?^* 

Paz was cruelly speechless. 

Madame Chapuzot succeeded at last in discoverîng hîs name 
and title. Then, at the Hôtel Laginski, she ascertained some 
positive f acts : Thaddeus was unmarried, he was not known 
to hâve a dead daughter either in Poland or France. Malaga 
could not help f eeling a thrill of terror. 

"My dear child,^' said Madame Chapuzot, "that mon- 
ster '' 

A man who was satîsfied with gazing at a beautiful créature 
like Malaga — ^^azing at her by stealth — from under his brows 
— not daring to come to any décision — ^without any confi- 
dence; such a man, in Madame Chapuzot^s mind, must be a 
monster. "That monster is breaking you in, to lead you on 
to something illégal or criminal. God above us! if you 
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were to be brought np at the Assizes — ^and it makes me shud- 
der from head to foot to think of it, I quake only to speak 
of it— or in the Criminal Court, and your name was in the 
newspapers! . . . Do you know what I should do in 
yonr place? Well, in your place, to make ail safe, I should 
warn the police/' 

One day, when mad notions were fermenting in Malaga's 
brain, Paz having laid his gold pièces on the velvet chimney- 
shelf, she snatched up the money and flung it in his face, say- 
ing, "I will not take stolen money !'* 

The Captain gave the gold to the Chapuzots, and came 
no more. 

Clémentine was spending the summer on the estate of her 
xmcle, the Marquis de fionquerolles, in Burgundy. 

When the troupe at the circus no longer saw Thaddeus in 
his seat, there was a great talk among the artists. Malaga's 
magnanimity was regarded as f olly by some, as cunning by 
others. The Pole's behavior, as explained to the most ex- 
perienced of the women, seemed inexplicable. In the course 
of a single week, Thaddeus received thirty-seven letters from 
women of the town. Happily for him, his singular reserve 
gave rise to no curiosity in f ashionable circles, and remained 
the subject of discussion in the flash set only. 

Two months later, the handsome rider, swamped in debt, 
wrote to Count Paz the foUowing letter, which ijie dandies 
of the day regarded as a masterpiece : — 

'TTou, whom I still venture to call my friend, will you 
not take pity on me after what passed between us, which you 
took so ill? My heart disowns everything that could hurt 
your feelings. If I was so happy as to make you feel some 
charm when you sat near me, as you used to do, come again 
. . . otherwise, I shall sink into despair. Poverty has 
come upon me already, and you do not know what stupîd 
fhings it brîngs with it. Yesterday I lived on a herring 
for two sous and one sou's worth of bread. Is that a breakfast 
for the woman you love? The Chapuzots hâve left me after 
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Beeming so deroted to me. Tour absence has ehown me &^ 
shallowneee of haman attachment. À bailiff, vho tamed a 
deaf ear to me, has seized everything on behalf of thé land- 
lord, who has no pity, and of the jeweler, who irill not wait 
evea ten dajs; for with yon men, crédit vanishee irith confi- 
dence. What a position for a woman who has nothing to le- 
proach hereelf for but a little amusement 1 My dear f riend, 
I bave taken everything of any vaine to my nncle's ; I bave 
nothing left bat my memory of you, and the hard weather 
is coming on. Âll tbroagh the winter I shall hâve no £ie, 
Bince nothing bat melodrama is played at the Boulevard, 
in wbîch I bave nothing to do but tiny parts, vrhich do not 
Bhow a wnman off. How coald you misunderstand my noble 
foeîingB towards you, for, after at!, we hâve not two ways of 
eapresBing our gratitude? How is it that you, irho seeraed 
80 pleased to see me comfortable, could leave me in. misery? 
Oh, my only friend on earth, before I go back to travel from 
lair to fair with the Bouthors — -for so, at any rate, I eau 
make my living— forgjve me for wanting to know if I hâve 
reallj lost you for ever. If I should happen to think of you 
just as I waa jumping through the hoop, I might break my 
legs by missing time. Corne what may, I am yours for life. 
"Marguekitb Tubqubt." 

"Tbis letter," exclaimed Thaddeus, shouting with laughter, 
"is well worth my ten thousand francs." 

Clémentine came home on the following day, and Paz eaw 
her onee more, lovelier and more gracious than ever. During 
dinner the Countess preserved an air of perfeet indifférence 
towards Thaddeua, but a scène took place between the Count 
and his wife after their friend had left. Thaddeus, with 
au affectation of asking Adam's advîce, had left Malaga's 
letter in hîs handa, as if by accident. 

"Poor Thaddeus !" said Adam to bis wife, after eeeing Paz 
make bis eacape. "What a misfortune for a man of hîs 
Buperior stamp to be the plaything of a ballet-girl of the 
lowest elaaa ! He will love anytbing ; he will dégrade himself ; 
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he wîll be nniecognizable before long. Hère, my dear, read 
that/^ and he handed her Malaga's letter. 

Clémentine read the note, which smelt of tobacco, and 
tossed it away with dîsgust. 

"However thick the bandage over hîs eyes may be, he 
must hâve fonnd something ont. Malaga must hâve played 
him some f aithless tnck.'' 

'^And he is going baek to her!" cried Clémentine. ''He 
will forgive her! You men can hâve no pity for any but 
those horrible women." 

"They want it so badly!*' said Adam. 

"Thaddens did himself justice — ^by keeping to himself !** 
said she. 

"Oh, my dearest, you go too far," said the Count, who, 
though he was at first delighted to lower his friend in his 
wif e's eyes, would not the death of the sinner. 

Thaddeus, who knew Adam well, had begged for absolute 
secrecy; he had only spoken, he said, as an excuse for his 
dissipations, and to beg his friend to allow him to hâve a 
thousand crowns for Malaga. 

'TEe îs a man of great pride," Adam went on. 

''What do you mean?" 

''Well, to hâve spent no more than ten thousand francs 
on her, and to wait for such a letter as that to rouse him 
before taking her the money to pay her debts! For «a Pôle, 
onmyhonori . . ." 

"But he may ruin you!" said Clémentine in the acrid 
tone of a Parisian woman when she expresses her cat-like 
distrustfulness. 

"Oh 1 1 know him," said Adam. "He would sacrifice Malaga 
to us." 

"We shall see," replied the Countess. 

"If it were needful for his happiness, I should not hesitate 
to ask him to give her up. Constantine tells me that during 
the time when he was seeing her, Paz, usually so sober, some- 
times came in quite fuddled. If he allowed himself to take 
to drink, I should be as much grieved as if he were my son," 
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'TDo not tell me any more!" cried the Countess with an- 
other gesture of disgust. 

Two days later the Gaptain could see in her manner^ in 
the tone of her voice, in her eyes, the terrible resnlts of 
Âdam's betrayal. Seorn had opened gulfs between him and 
this charming woman. And he f ell f orthwith into deep md- 
ancholy, devoured by this thought, 'TTou hâve made yourself 
unworthy of her." Life became a burden to him ; the bright 
sunshine was gloomy in his eyes. Nevertheless, under thèse 
floods of bitter thought, he had some happy moments: he 
could now give himself up without danger to his admiration 
for the Countess, who never paid him the slightest attention 
when, at a party, hidden in a corner, mute, ail eyes and ail 
heart, he did not lose one of her movements, not a note of her 
song when she sang. He lived in this enchanting life: he 
might himself groom the horse that she was to ride, and 
dévote himself to the management of her splendid house with 
redoubled care for its interests. 

Thèse unspoken joys were buried in his heart like those 
of a mother, whose chÛd never knows anything of his mother's 
heart: for is it knowledge so long as even one thing remains 
unknown? Was not this finer than Petrarch's chaste passion 
for Laura, which, after ail, was well repaid by a wealth of 
glory, and by the triumph of the poetry she had inspired? 
Was not the émotion which Assas felt in dying, in truth a 
whole life ? This émotion Paz felt every day without dying, 
but also without the guerdon of immortality. 

What is there in love, that Paz, notwithstanding thèse 
secret delights, was consumed by sorrow? The Gatholic 
religion has so elevated love that she has married it insep- 
arably, so to speak, to esteem and generosity. Love does 
not exist apart f rom the fine qualities of which man is proud, 
and so rarely are we loved if we are contemned, that Thaddeus 
was perishing of his self-inflicted wounds. Only to hear her 
say that she could hâve loved him, and then to die! The 
hapless lover would hâve thought his life well paid for. The 
torments of his préviens position seemed to him préférable 
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to living close to her, loading her with his generosity without 
being appreciated or understood. In short, he wanted the 
price of his virtue. 

He grew thin and yellow, and fell so thoroughly ill, con- 
sumed by low fever, that during the month of January he 
kept his bed, though refusing to see a physician. Count 
Adam grew extremely uneasy about his poor Thaddeus. The 
Gountess then was so cruel as to say, when they were together. 
one day, 'TLet him alone; do not you see that he bas some 
Olympian remorse?" 

This speech stnng Thaddeus to the courage of despair; he 
got up, went ont, tried some amusement, and recovered his 
health. 

In the month of February Adam lost a rather considérable 
sum at the Jockey Club, and, being af raid of his wife, he 
begged Thaddeus to place this sum to the account of his ex- 
travagance for Malaga. 

*^hat is there strange in the notion that the ballet-girl 
should hâve cost you twenty thousand francs? It concems 
on one but me. Whereas, if the Countess should know that 
I had lost it at play, I should f ail in her esteem, and she would 
be in alarm for the future." 

"This to crown ail !" cried Thaddeus, with a deep sigh. 

"Ah! Thaddeus, this service would make us quits if I 
were not already the debtor." 

"Adam, you may hâve children. Give up gambling," said 
his friend. 

"Twenty thousand francs more that Malaga has cost us !" 
exclaimed the Countess some days after, on discovering 
Adam's generosity to Paz. "And ten thousand before — that 
is thirty thousand in ail! Fifteen hundred francs a year, 
the price of my box at the Italian opéra, a whole fortune to 
many people. . . . Oh! you Pôles are incompréhensi- 
ble!" cried she, as she picked some flowers in her beautiful 
conservatory. "You care no more than that !" 

'Toor Paz ^" 

"Poor Paz, poor Paz!" she echoed, intermpting him. 
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'*What good does he do us? I will manage the house my- 
self I Give him the hundred louis a year that he refused, 
and let him make his own arrangements with the Olympic 
Circus/* 

''He is of the greatest use to us; he has saved us at least 
forty thousand francs this year. In short^ my dearest, he has 
placed a hundred thousand francs for us in Nucingen's bank^ 
and a steward would hâve netted them/' 

Clémentine was softened, but she was not the less hard on 
Thaddeus. 

Some days after she desired Paz to come to her in her 
boudoir, where, a year since, she had been startled by com- 
paring him with the Count. This time she received him 
alone, without any suspicion of danger. 

''My dear Paz," said she, with the careless familiarity of 
fine folks to their inferiors, "if you love Adam as you say 
you do, you will do one thing which he will ncver ask, but 
which I, as his wif e, do not hesitate to require of you " 

"It is about Malaga?" said Thaddeus with de«p irony. 

"Well, yes, it is," she said. "If you want to end your days 
with us, if you wish that we should remain friendfi, give her 
up. How can an old soldier ^" 

"I am but five-and-thirty, and hâve not a gray hslf !" 

"You look as if you had," said she, "and that is the same 
thing. How can a man so capable of putting two and two 
together, so superior . . ." 

What was horrible was that she spoke the word with such 
an évident intention of rousing in him the nobleness of soûl 
which she believed to be dead. 

"So superior as you are," she went on, after a little 
pause, which a gesture from Paz forced from her, "allow 
yourself to be entrapped like a boy. Your afiEair with her has 
made Malaga f amous. — ^Well ! My uncle wanted to see her, 
My uncle is not the only one ; Malaga is very ready to receive 
ail thèse gentlemen. — I believed you to be high-minded. — 
Take shame to yourself ! Come, would she be an irréparable 
loss to you?" 
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'TJIadame, if I knew of any sacrifice by which I mîght 
recover your esteem, it would soon be made; but to give up 
Malaga is not a sacrifice ^' 

^T[n your place that is what I should say if I were a man/' 
replied Clémentine, ^^ell, but if I take it as a great^ 
sacrifice, there is nothing to be angry at/^ 

Paz went away, fearing he might do some mad act; he felt 
his brain invaded by crazy notions. He went out for a walk, 
lightly dressed in spite of the cold, but failed to cool the 
buming of bis face and brow. ^T believed you to be high- 
minded!" He heard the words again and again. "And 
scarcely a year ago," said he to himself, "to hear Clémentine, 
I had beaten the Eussians single-handed !" He thought of 
quitting the Laginski household, of asking to be sent on ser- 
vice in the Spahi régiment, and getting himself killed in 
Africa; but a dreadful fear checked him: *TVTiat would be- 
come of them without me ? They would soon be ruined. Poor 
Countess, what a horrible life it would be for her to be re- 
duced even to thirty thousand francs a year! Come,^^ said 
he to himself, "since she can never be yours, courage, finish 
your work !" 

As ail the world knows, since 1830 the Carnival in Paris 
has grown to prodigious proportions, making it European, 
and burlesque, and animated to a far greater degree than the 
departed camivals of Venice. Is this because, since fortunes 
hâve so enormously diminished, Parisians hâve thought of 
amusing themselves collectively, just as in their clubs they 
hâve a drawing-room without any mistress of the house, with- 
out politeness, and quite cheap? Be this as it may, the 
month of March was prodigal of those balls, where dancing, 
farce, coarse fun, delirium, grotesque figures, and banter 
made keen by Paris wit, achieved gigantic results. This mad- 
ness had its Pandemonium at that time in the Eue Saint- 
Honoré, and its Napoléon in Musard, a little man bom to ruie 
an orchestra as tremendous as the rampant mob, and to con- 
duct a galop — ^that whiri of witches at their Sabbath, and 
one of Aubères triumphs, for the galop derived its form and 
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its poetry from the famous galop in Oustavus. May not thia 
véhément finale serve as a symbol of an âge when, for fiity 
years, everything has rushed on with the swiftness of a 
dream? 

Now, our grave Thaddeus, bearing an immaculate image 
in his heart^ went to Malaga to invite her, the queen of car- 
nival dancing, to spend an evening at Musard's as soon as 
he leamed that the Countess, disguised to the teeth, was in- 
tending to corne with two other young ladies, escorted by 
their husbands, to see the curions spectacle of one of thèse 
monster balls. On Shrove Tuesday night, in the year of 
grâce 1838, at four o'clock in the moming, the Countess, 
wrapped in a black domino, and seated on a bench of one 
of the amphithéâtres of the Babylonian hall where Valentino 
has since given his concerts, saw Thaddeus, dressed as Eob- 
ert Macaire, leading the circus-rider in the costume of a sav- 
age, her head dressed with nodding plumes like a horse at 
a coronation, and leaping among the groups like a perfect 
Jack-o^-lantem. 

"Oh!" exclaimed Clémentine to her husband, "you Pôles 
are not men of character. Who would not hâve felt sure of 
Thaddeus ? He gave me his word, not knowing that I should 
be hère and see ail without being seen." 

Some days after this she invited Paz to dinner. After 
dinner, Adam left them together, and Clémentine scolded 
Thaddeus in such a way as to make him feel that she would 
no longer hâve him about the house. 

"Indeed, madame,'* said Thaddeus humbly, "you are quite 
right. I am a wretch; I had pledged my word. But what 
can I do ? I put off the parting with Malaga till after the 
Camival. . . . And I will be honest with you; the 
woman has so much power over me . . /* 

"A woman who gets herself tumed out of Musard's by the 
police, and for such dancing?" 

"I admit it ; I sit condemned ; I will quit your house. But 
you know Adam. If I hand over to you the conduct of 
your affairs, you will hâve to exert great energy. Though 
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I have the vice of Malaga^ I know how to keep an eye on 
jour concems, how to manage your household^ and superin- 
tend the smallest détails. ÂUow me then to remain till I 
have seen you qualified to continue my System of manage- 
ment. You have now been married three years, and are saf e 
from the first foUies conséquent on the honeymoon. The 
ladies of Paris society, even with the highest titles, under- 
stand very well in thèse days how to control a fortune and 
a household. . . . Well^ as soon as I am assured^ not of 
your capacity, but of your firmness, I will leave Paris." 

^^It is Thaddeus of Waraaw that speaks^ not Thaddeus of 
the circus. Come back to us cured." 

"Cured? — ^Never!" said Paz, his eyes fixed on Clémen- 
tine's pretty f eet. "You cannot know, Countess, ail the spice, 
the unexpectedness there is in that woman's wit." And feel- 
ing his courage fail him, he added: "There is not a single 
woman of fashion, with her prim airs, who is worth that 
f rank young animal nature.'^ 

"In f act, I should not choose to have anything in me of 
the animal !" said the Countess, with a flashing look like an 
adder in a rage. 

After that day Count Paz explained to Clémentine ail her 
affairs, made himself her tutor, taught her the difficulties of 
managing her property, the real cost of things, and the way 
to avoid being too extensively robbed by her people. She 
might trust Constantine, and make him her major-domo. 
Thaddeus had trained Constantine. By the month of May he 
thought the Countess perfectly capable of administering her 
fortune ; for Clémentine was one of those clear-sighted women 
irhose instincts are alert, with an inborn genius for household 
rule. 

The situation thus naturally brought about by Thaddeus 
took a sudden tum most distressing for him, for his sufferings 
were not so light as he made them seen. The hapless lover 
had not reckoned with accident. Adam fell very seriously 
ilL Thaddeus, instead of leaving, installed himself as his 
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friend's sick-nurse. His devotedness was indefatigablc. Â 
woman who had had an interest in lookîng through the téle- 
scope of f oresight would hâve seen in the Captain^s heroism 
the sort of punishment whieh noble soûls inflict on themselves 
to subdue their involuntary tfioughts of sin; but women see 
everything or nothing^ according to their f rame of mind ; love 
is their sole luminaiy. 

I For forty-five days Paz watched and nursed Mitgislas 
without seeming to hâve a thought of Malaga^ for the ex- 
cellent reason that he never did think of her. Clémentine, 
seeing Adam at death^s door, and yet not dead, had a con- 
sultation of the most famous doctors. 

'T[f he gets through this," said the most leamed of the 
physicians, "it can only be by an efiEort of nature. It lies 
with those who nurse him to watch for the moment and 
aid nature. The Count's life is in the hands of his attend- 
ants.^* 

Thaddeus went to communicate this verdict to Clémen- 
tine, who was sitting in the Chinese pavilion, as much to 
rest af ter her fatigues as to leave the field free for the doc- 
tors, and not to be in their way. As he trod the graveled 
paths leading f rom the boudoir to the rockery on which the 
Chinese summer house was built, Clémentine^s lover felt as 
though he were in one of the gulfs described by AlighierL 
The unhappy man had never f oreseen the chance of becom- 
ing Clémentine^s husband, and he had bogged himself in a 
swamp of mud. When he reached her his face was set, sub- 
lime in its despair. Like Médusais head, it communicated 
terror. 

"He is dead?*' said Clémentine. 

'They hâve given no hope ; at least, they leave it to nature. 
Do not go in just yet. They are still there, and Bianchon 
himself is examining him.** 

"Poor fellow! — ^I wonder whether I hâve ever worried 
him,** she said. 

'TTou hâve made him very happy; be quite easy on tkat 
point,** said Thaddeus ; "and you hâve been indulgent to 
him '* 
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'The lofis will be irréparable/* 

'*But, dear lady, Bupposing the Count should die, had yon 
not f ormed your opinion of him ?** 

^Œ do not love Mm blindly," she said; 'T)ut I loved as a 
wife ought to love her husband/* 

"Then/* said Thaddens, in a voiee new to Clémentine's 
expérience of him, ^^you ought to feel less regret than if you 
were losing one of those men who are a woman^s pride, her 
love, her whole lif e ! You may be f rank with such a f riend 
as I am. ... I shall regret him — I! Long before your 
marriage I had made him my child, and I hâve devoted my 
life to him. I shall hâve no interest left on earth. But life 
fitill has charms for a widow of four-and-twenty.** 

**Why, you know very well that I love no one,'* said she, 
with the roughness of sorrow. 

'TTou do not know yet what it is to love,** said Thaddeus. 

'^Oh ! husband for husband, I hâve sensé enough to pref er 
a child like my poor Adam to a superior man. For nearly 
a month now we hâve been asking ourselves, ^ill he live?* 
Thèse fluctuations hâve prepared me, as they hâve you, for 
this end. I may be frank with you? — ^Well, then, I would 
give part of my life to save Adam*s. Does not independence 
for a woman, hère in Paris, mean liberty to be guUed by the 
pretence of love in men who are ruined or profligate? I hâve 
prayed God to spaiB me my husband — so gentle, such a good 
f ellow, so little fractions, and who was beginning to be a little 
af raid of me.** 

'TTou are honest, and I like you the better for it,** said 
Thaddeus, taking Clémentine*s hands, which she allowed him 
to kiss. ^^In such a solemn moment there is indescribable 
satisfaction in finding a woman devoid of hypocrisy. It is 
possible to talk to you. — Consider the future; supposing God 
should not listen to you — and I am one of those who are most 
ready to cry to Him : Spare my f riend ! — for thèse fif ty nights 
past hâve not made my eyes heavy, and if thirty days* and 
thirty nights* more care are needed, you, madame, may sleep 
while I watck. I will snatch him from death, if, as they say. 
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On the day after the terrible scène in the Chinese pavilion, 
the Marquis de BonqneroUes had corne to see his nephew, for 
he was setting ont for Bussia with a secret mission ; and Paz^ 
overwhelmed by the previons evening, had spoken a f ew words 
to the diplomate. 

. On the very day when Count Adam and his wife went ont 
for the first time for a drive, at the moment when the car- 
liage was tnming from the steps, an orderly came into the 
courtyard and asked for Connt Paz. Thaddeus, who was sit- 
ting with his back to the horses, tnmed round to take a let- 
ter bearing the stamp of the Minister for Foreign Affairs, 
and put it into the side-pocket of his coat,. with a décision 
which precluded any questions on the part of Clémentine or 
Adam. It cannot be denied that persons of good breeding 
are masters of the langnage that uses no speech. Never- 
theless^ as they reached the Porte Maillot, Adam, assuming 
the privilège of a convalescent whose whims must be in- 
dulged, said to Thaddeus : 

**There can be no indiscrétions between two brothers who 
love each other as you and I do; you know what is in that 
letter; tell me, I am in a fever of curiosity.*' 

Clémentine looked at Thaddeus as an angry woman can, 
and said to her husband, ^^e has been so sulky with me thèse 
two monthfl, that I shall take good care not to press him.*' 

''Oh dear me !'* replied Thaddeus, "as I cannot hinder the 
newspapers from publishing it, I may very well reveal the 
secret. The Emperor Nicholas does me the f avor of appoint- 
ing me Captain on service in a régiment starting with the 
Khiva Expédition.'^ 

''And you are going?'* cried Adam. 
^ shall go, my dear fellow. I came as Captain, and as 
Gaptain I retum. Malaga might lead me to make a 
fool of myself. We shall dine together to-morrow for thç 
last time. If I did not set out in September for St. Peters- 
bnrg, I should hâve to travel overland, and I am not rich. 
I must leave Malaga her little independence. How can I fail 
to provide for the future of the only woman who has under- 
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stood me? Malaga thinks me a great man! Malaga thinks 
me handsome! Malaga may perhaps be faithless^ but she 
would go through ^^ 

'Through a hoop for you, and f ail on her feet on horse- 
back l" said Clémentine, sharply. 

"Oh, you do not know Malaga,^' said the Captain, with 
deep bittemess, and an ironical look whieh made Clémentine 
uneasy and silent. 

"Farewell to the young trees of this lovely Bois de Bou- 
logne, where Parisian ladies drive, and the exiles wander 
who hâve found a home hère. I know that my eyes will 
never again see the green trees of the Allée de Mademoiselle, 
or of the Boute des Dames, nor the acacias, nor the cedar at 
the Bonds-points. 

''On the Asiatic frontier, obedient to the schemes of the 
great Emperor I hâve chosen to be my master, promoted 
perhaps to command an army, for sheer courage, for con- 
fitantly risking my life, I may indeed regret the Champs- 
Elysées where you, once, made me take a place in the car- 
nage, by your side. — Pinally, I shall never cease to regret the 
severity of Malaga — of the Malaga I am at this moment 
thinking of .*' 

This was said in a tone that made Clémentine shiver. 

''Then you love Malaga very truly?*' she said. 

'1 hâve sacrificed for her the honor we never sacrifice ^' 

''Which?" 

''That which we would fain préserve at any cost in the 
eyes of the idol we worship.*' 

After this speech Thaddeus kept impénétrable silence; he 
broke it only when, as they drove down the Champs-Elysées, 
he pointed to a wooden structure and said, "There is the 
circus !" 

Before their last dinner he went to the Bussian Embassy 
for a few minutes, and f rom thence to the Ministry for Por- 
eîgn Affairs, and he started for le Havre next moming be- 
fore the Countess and Adam were up. 

"I hâve lost a friend," said Adam, with tears in his eyes. 
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as he leamed that Count Paz was gone, '^a friend în the 
truest sensé of the word, and I cannot think what has made 
him flee from my house as if it were the plague. We are 
not the sort of friends to qnarrel over a woman/^ he went 
on, looking full at Clémentine, ^^and yet ail he said yester- 
day about Malaga — But he never laid the tip of his finger on 
the girl/' 

"How do you know?'^ asked Clémentine. 

'*Well, I was naturally curions to see Mademoiselle Tur- 
quet, and the poor giri cannot account for Thaddeus' ex- 
traordinary reserve ^^ 

"That is enough,^^ said the Countess, going oflf to her own 
room, and saying to herself , '^ hâve surely been the victim 
of some sublime hoax." 

She had scarcely made the reflection, when Constantine 
placed in her hands the f oUowing letter, which Thaddeus had 
scrawled in the night : — 

"Countess, — To go to be killed in the Caucasus, and to 
bear the burden of your scorn, is too much ; a man should die 
unmutilated. I loved you from the first time I saw you, as a 
man loves the woman he will love for ever, even when she is 
faithless — I, under obligations to Adam, whom you chose and 
married — ^I, so poor, the volunteer steward, devoted to your 
household. In this dreadful catastrophe I f ound a delightful 
existence. To be an indispensable wheel in the machine, to 
know myself usef ul to your luxury and comf ort, was a source 
of joy to me ; and if that Joy had been keen when Adam alone 
was my care, think what it must hâve been when the woman 
I worshiped was at once the cause and the efiEect! I hâve 
known ail the joys of motherhood in my love; and I accepted 
life on those terms. Like the beggars on the highroads, I built 
myself a hut of stones on the skirts of your beautiful home, 
but without holding out my hand for alms. I, poor and un- 
^^.ppy, but blinded by Adam's happiness, I was the donor. 
Yes, you were hedged in by a love as pure as that of a 
guardian angel; it watched while you slept; it caressed you 
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T^ conld Write no more, the mamnj of that erening wu 
toovivid! Yes, Iwasthenmadeliriani! I «» expecUiwy 
f^ jour ejes; victory and ita erimiOT banner» may h**» 
DiimedmmineandfascinatedyOTra. My crime ww to think 
^f !ï **^g^— and perhape wrongly. Y<m «looe e«n be jodg* 
ot tbat fearf ni soene when I sacœeded in cnuhing Iwe, d«i», 
the most stnpendoua forces <rf nuahooâ tinder the icy hand 
or gratitude which mnrt be etenuL Tonr terrible «orn 
pmûshed me. Yon hâve abowed me that netthet dUgnit nor 
eontempt ean ever be got orer. I lore you like a madman. 
I must hâve gone away if Adam had died. There U ail tho 
more reason sinee Adam 18 saved- I did not snatch my ïriood 
from tho grave to betr&y Mm. And, indeed, my dcimrturo 
is the due pnnishment for the thought that came to me that 
I would let him die when the physicians aaîd hîB lif"; dependod 
on his attendants. 

"Farewell, madame; in leaving Paris I loue cverything, 
but you loee nothins in parting with youra moet faitlitully, 
«Thaddbdb Paz. 

"If my poor Adam eays he bas loflt a friend. what hove I 
lost?" thonght Clémentine, .itting dejected, with hm «ï» 
fixed on a flower in tbe carpet. 
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with a look as yon passed by; it was glad merely to ezist; in 
short, you were the sunshine of home to the hapless exile 
who is now writing to you, with tears in his eyes, as he r&- 
calls the happiness of those early days. 

'*At the âge of eighteen, with no one to love me, I had 
chosen as an idéal mistress a charming woman at Warsaw^ 
to wfaiom I ref ened ail my thoughts and my wishes, the queen 
of my days and nights. This woman knew nothing of it, bat 
why inform her? For my part, what I loved was love. 

'TTou may f ancy, f rom this adventure of my boyhood, how 
happy I was, living within the sphère of your influence, 
grooming your horse, picking out new gold pièces for your 
purse, superintending the splendor of your table and your 
entertainments, seeing you éclipse fortunes greater than your 
own by my good management. With what zeal did I not msh 
round Paris when Adam said to me, ^Thaddeus, 8he wants 
this or that !' It was one of those joys for which there are 
no words. You hâve now and again wished for some trifle 
within a certain time which has compelled me to feats of ex- 
pédition, driving for six or seven hours in a cab; and what 
happiness it has been to walk in your service. When I hâve 
watched you smiling in the midst of your flowers without 
being seen by you, I hâve forgotten that no one loved me — 
in short, at such moments I was but eighteen again. 

^^Sometimes, when my happiness tumed my brain, I would 
go at night and kiss the spot where your f eet had lef t, for me, 
a luminous trace, just as of old I had stolen, with a thief s 
miraculous skill, to kiss a key which Countess Ladislas had 
touched on opening a door. The air you breathed was em- 
balmed; to me it was fresh life to breathe it; and I felt, as 
they say is the case in the tropics, overwhelmed by an at- 
mosphère surcharged with créative éléments. I must tell you 
ail thèse things to account for the strange f atuity of my in- 
voluntary thoughts. I would hâve died sooner than divulge 
my secret. 

'TTou may remember those few days when you weie cu- 
rions, when you wanted to see the worker of the wonderB 
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whîch had at last struck you with surprise. I believed — ^for- 
give me, madame — I believed that you would love me. Your 
kindlinesB^ your looks — ^interpreted by a lover — seemed 
f raught with so much danger to me that I took up Malaga^ 
knowing that there are liaisons which no woman can forgive; 
I took the girl up at the moment when I saw that my love 
was inevitably infections. Overwhelm me now with the scom 
whieh you poured upon me so f reely when I did not deeerve 
it; but I think I may be quite sure that if, on the evening 
when your aunt took the Coimt ont, I had said what I hâve 
hère written, having once said it I should hâve been like the 
tame tiger who hss at last set his teeth in living flesh, and 
who Bcents warm blood. . • . 

^T. could Write no more, the memory of that evening was 
too vivid ! Tes, I was then in a delirium ! I saw expectancy 
in your eyes; victory and its crimson banners may hâve 
bumed in mine and f ascinated yours. My crime was to think 
such things — and perhaps wrongly. You alone can be judge 
of that f earf ul scène when I succeeded in crushing love, désire, 
the most stupendous forces of manhood under the icy hand 
of gratitude which must be etemal. Your terrible scom 
punished me. You hâve showed me that neither disgust nor 
contempt can ever be got over. I love you like a madman. 
I must hâve gone away if Adam had died. There is ail the 
more reason since Adam is saved. I did not snatch my f riend 
from the grave to betray him. And,, indeed, my departure 
is the due punishment for the thought that came to me that 
I would let him die when the physicians said his lif e depended 
on his attendants. 

'Tarewell, madame; in leaving Paris I lose eveiything, 
but you lose nothing in parting with yours most faithfuUy, 

'Thaddeus Paz." 

'T[f my poor Adam says he has lost a friend, what hâve I 
lost?" thought Clémentine, sitting dejected, with her eyes 
fixed on a flower in the carpet. 
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This is the note whicb CoDstantîne delîvered privately to 
his maeter: — 

"My dbar Mitgislab, — Malaga bas told me ail. For the 
Bake of yonr happiness, never let a word escape yon in Clé- 
mentme's présence as to yonr Tisits to the circue-rider ; let her 
still believe tliat Malaga cost me a hundred thoasaud francs. 
Witb the Countess' character ahe will not forgive yon either 
yonr losses at play or your visita to Malaga. — I am not go- 
ing to Khiva, but to the Cancasus. I hare a Et oî spleen, 
and at the pace I mean to go, in three months I shall be 
Prince Paz, or dead. Farewell; thongh I hâve drawn aizty 
thonsand irancs ont of NncÎQgen's, we are qoits. 

"Thaddeto." 

"Idiot that I am 1 I very nearly hetrayed myself jnst now 
by speaking of the cirens-rider 1" aaid Adam to himself . 

Thaddens has been gone three years, and the papers do 
not as yet mention any Prince Paz. Goontess LaginsH takes 
a keen interest in the Emperor Nicholas' expéditions ; she la 
a BuBsian at heart, and reads with avidity ail the news from 
that country. Once or twice a year ahe saya to the Âmbas- 
sador, with an affectation of indifférence, "Do yon know what 
bas become of onr poor friend Paz?" 

Âlae I most Parisian women, keen-eyed and snhtie as tbey 
are supposed to be, pass by — and always will pass by — such 
an one as Paz witbout observing him. Tes, more than one 
Paz remains miBimderstood ; bnt, feaxful thoughtl eome aie 
misunderstood even when they are loved. The simplest 
woman in tbe world reqnires some little cozcombiy in the 
greateat man; and the moBt heroic love connts for nothing 
if it is uncnt; it needs the arts of the polisber and the 
jeweler. 

In the month of Jannar; 184S ConntesB Laginski, beanti- 
âed by gentle mélancholy, inspired a mad pasBion in the 
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Comte de la Paiférine, one of the moet andacions bncks of 
Paris at this day. La Paiférine understood the difficulty of 
conquering a woman gaarded by a chimera; to triumph over 
thia bewitehing woman, he trusted to a surprise, and to tha 
asBistanee of a woman who, being a little jealous of Clémen- 
tine, would lend hereelf to plot the ehancea of the adventnre. 

Clémentine, incapable with ail her wit of suspecting such 
treaehery, was so imprudent as to go with thia false friend 
to the masked bail at the opéra. At about three in the mom- 
ing, carried away by the escitement of the bail, Clémentine, 
for vhom La Paiférine had ezhausted himself in attentions, 
consented to sup with him, and was getting into the lady's 
carriage. At this critieal moment she was seiaed by a atrong 
arm, and in spit© of her cries plaeed in her own carriage, 
wbich was standing with the door open, tbough she did not 
know thflt it was waiting. 

"He bas not left Paris !" she exclaimed, recognizing Thad- 
deus, who ran ofE when he saw the carriage drive away with 
the Conntess. 

Had ever another wotnan snch a romance in ber life ? 

Clémentine is always hoping to see Paz again. 
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